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Mr. D. BerLLAmy jun. 


Dear SIR, 


— 


I Y Inability of returning the 
36M Be many Favours, I have receiv'd 
from you, is the chief Induce- 
ma" ment of my laying the fol- 
lowing Sheets under your Protection. 
It may appear. ſomewhat ſtrange, that 
I ſhould endeavour to acquit myſelf 
of my former Obligations to you, by 
defiring you to add one more to the 
Number. But as the greateſt Happineſs 
of a generous Soul, is to enjoy an Op- 
portunity of obliging; I doubt not, but 
with your uſual good Nature, you will 
readily excuſe my taking this Method 
of exprefling my Gratitude, and receive 
A'2 © n_ 


DEDICATION. 


under your Care an Infant Muſe, which 
owes to you, if not her Birth, at leaſt 
ber niceſt Inſtruction, and moſt happy 
Improvements. 

If my Succeſs has been equal to my 
Wiſh, and Endeavours, and you think 
the following Pieces (in ſome meaſure) not 
unworthy the Patronage, they ſeek from 
you, I ſhall look upon it as no inconſider- 
able Addition to the Happineſs I ſome 
Times enjoy, in being permitted to 
ſubſcribe myſelf, N : 


Nur moſt obedient, 
23d obliged, 


bumble Servant, 
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All at à Loſß what Excuſe to make, 
e 10 myſelf, and the World, for ex- 
doing the follnwing Shetts to the Pe- 
I ruſal of an impartial Reader + All I 
can offer is, that they are the Produt? 
of a few leiſure Hours, deſigned only 


. for my private Amuſement, and never intended 10 


be made Publick in any Shape whatever ; but the 
Complaiſance of ſome Gentlemen, whom I am wil. 
ling to flatter myſelf ſo far, as ta call my Friends, 
has, in a Manner, enticed me into an Opinion 4 
them, and betrayd me into an Error, & whicl 
few perhaps, of my Readers, will find themſfelves 
7nclinable to acguit me. I own the Toſi, I have 
undertaken, is full of Dangers, and muſt, appear 
bold, and ſanguine ; ſince, from the Nature of Alte- 
rations, every one will readily expee? to find my 
great Original in a. Dreſs more agreeable, and 
becoming, than any he has hitherto appeared in: 
That this was: the Ground of my Undertaking,: no 
one, I think, will diſpute ; how far I have ſucceeded 
in it, is not for me to determine; I have at legſt the 
Satisfattion of knowing, I did my endeavour to be 
at once juſt to my Author, and Reader , and, in or- 
aer to my better ſucceeding, made Choice of a Play, 
the maſt proper for my Deſign, as being chiefly diffe- 
rent from the reign:ng Taſte, and leaſt conſpicuous 
for modern Beaulies, | x1 

It has been a very common Remark of the Al- 
zerers, and Imitators of Shakeſpeare, that they have 
greſsly. neglected his Beauties, and too frequently co- 
pied, or reſerved his Deformities, I have endea- 
; | voureT 
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*- poured to avoid this Imputation as much as poſſible ; 
and if, at leaſt, I have omitted any of his moſt 
ſhining Paſſages, I will ingenuouſly confeſs it to lu 
owing to my Want of Fudgment in diſtinguiſhing * 
them. I have taken the Liberty to make ſome Il. 
terations in the Plot, and Cataſtrophe, as well as 9 


in great Part of the Language; the Character 9 5 
Hillario is entirely new, as is that of Marcellus, 17 b 
@ great Meaſure. | | 1 

T have nothing more to add with Regard to the 1 


following Pieces, but to beg the Reader to peruſe 
them with as much Candour, and good Nature, as 3 
poſſible : To tbe judicious Critick 1 ſubmit them with * 
Pleaſure ; he will not refuſe me a fair Trial; and, 
if I then fall, it will be without Reluftance, or 
Concern. As for thoſe Gentlemen, whom (T will F 
not ſay Envy) but an ill-manner'd, unmanly Malice, 4 N 
provokes to pointleſs Satire, J hope they will pardon 3 
me, I think them not worth offering an Excuſe 
zo ; but wrapping myſelf in the happy Content of 
the divine Horace, expreſs my Reſpect for them in 
bis beautiful Lines. 1 
Men' moveat cimex Pantilius: aut crucier quod 
Vellicat abſentem Demetrius aut quod ineptus 
Fannius, Hermogenis lædat conviva Tigelli? 
Plotius, & Varius, Macenas, Virgiliuſque, 
Valgius, & probet hæc Octavius optimus. 
I cannot be guilty of ſo much Injuſtice as to conclude, 
without obſerving, that ] owe ſome of the beſt Scenes 
in the Play, with Part of the Letters, &c. to a 
Gentleman, whoje Friendſhip I leok upon as one of 
the greateſt Bleſſings of my Life ; as alſo, a few of 
the poetical Pieces, viz. the Epigram on Bromia ; 
on Death; Song to Amanda; Burleſque on Miß 
8 —— N, Sc. to another, to whom I am no leſs obliged, 
and for whom I ſhall always, with Pleaſure, ac- 
knowledge the greateſi Eſteem, and Reſpett. © 
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TO THE: 


Lovers of both Srxrts 


GENTLEMEN, and LADIES, 


Re Bcg Leave to nico the Cloning Work 


* 


p n gard, I have ever maintained for you, to- 
gether with the Conſideration, how much 


ea 
| . 0 under your Protection: The particular Re. 


it would be your Intereſt to ſupport, and countenance, a 


Piece, ſo manifeſtly calculated for your private Uſe and 
Advantage, would not permit me to think of leaving your 
joint Patronage uncourted. 


As J have always had the Good of Mankind in gene. 
ral, and of your Sect in particular, next my Heart, I 
thought J could not employ too much Time, and Study, 
to ſupply you with a Thing ſo univerſally neceſſary, as 
A Care for Lowe. 

'Tis true, Gentlemen, and Ladies, the World looks 
upon you as the moſt happy, as well as moſt conſiderable 


Part of its Community: But—PFronti nulla Fides I beg 


the Ladies Pardon — I mean the World may be miſtaken 5 
and every one, who has been a Lover, knows how dearly 
„FW „ 


| 


"ITY FE be glad to bara. what There. 
here laid before you. 
Having exceedingly travell'd 0 che high Road of "Wy 


' eſpecially the theoretick Part of it, I find, as well from 
the Conſent of Authors, both antient, and modern, as 


from ſpeculative Conſideration, this to be, if not the only 
one, the moſt effectual Remedy for that epidemical Diſ- 


eaſe: "Tis true, III-nature, bad Teeth, and the Small- 
Pox, may go a great Way; but, aſter the Pains, and Ex- 


pence, I have. been at in examining, and inquiring into 
the Nature of the Thing, I think I may venture to pro- 
nounce no Man really, actually, and abſolutely cur'd, 
reſtor'd, and plac'd in ſatu quo, till he has been 
married, at leaſt three Months; j—the ſame may be 
plicable to the Ladies. 

Thus much for the Subject of your Patronage. But I 
cannot err ſo groſly againſt the Nature of Epiſtles Ded:- 
catory, as to confine all my Flattery to myſelf, and my 
Works; nor be guilty of ſo much Injuſtice, as to conclude 
without taking notice of thoſe many Virtues, you actually 
do, or ought to) poſſeſs. Not to mention certain requi- 
ſite Qualifications, ſuch as a good Skin, a ſweet Breath, 
Skill in Dancing, Qc. give me leave to obſerve, that Pa- 


tience, Complaiſance, compleat Knowledge of the moſt 


faſhionable Expletives, Grace in Swearing, Abſence of 
Thought, Fondneſs for Solitude, and Soliloquy, an inex- 


hauſtible Fund of eloquent Nonſenſe; with ten thouſand 


other Perfections, which it is impoſſible for me to env. 
merate, or expreſs, are, I may ſay, your diſtinguiſhing 


and inherent Properties; and almoſt as inſeparable from a 


thorough Lover, as the Image, and Idea of his darling 
Flame. 


In ſhort, Gentlemen and Ladies, under the Patronage, 
and Protection of ſo numerous, and reſpected a Part of 
the 


PRO WO IE UT RT we 5 OT . 


To the Lovers of Both SexEs. Me T 


the polite World, I expect to live till Time ſhall be no 
more; and that Ages, buried far within its diſtant Womb, 


ſhall be no Strangers to the Fame of him, who (by "the 
Way) places it all in being permitted to ſubſcribe him- 


ſelf with all Reverence, Reſpect, and Submiſſion, 


Gentlemen, and Ladies, 
Nour moſt obedient, 
Moſt devoted, 
_ Mot oblig'd, \ 
Humble Servant, 
. | And Admirer 3 
(Not to jay) 
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U R Author fears, in this malignant Age, 
To riſque his firſt Attempt upon the Stage; 

e ſays, Ill-nature's there too much in Faſhion ; = 
And the poor Man cou'd never bear Damnation * 
T bad him lay theſe idle Fears a ſids; 


Told him Succeſs was like a bluſhing Bride, 


That yields to Force alone her blooming Charms, 
And muſt be courted to her Lever s Am 3 
'Tiry'd what Arguments I could to win him; 
But all in wain ; I think the Dewil's in him: 


He fay's, hell firſt a ſafer Method prove, 


And by Degrees, ta greater Hazards move : 
A baſeful Fool, I wonder what he writ for ! 
Theſe modeſi Poets, Lord, what are they fit for! 


Give me the Bards, and ſuch there are I think,.. 


Whoſe dauntleſs Sohls will at no Dangers rin; 
Whem Hiſſes ſcare not, Cat-calls threat in vain z 
Who write and fail, and fail and write again: 
Who can a falling Tragedy ſufuive, . 
Aud try next Week hav Comedy will thrive; 


M lo riſque their Character to raiſe a Name, 
Andthro” Damnationboldh ſtrike at Fame. 


Beſfides,—ſays I. you are net ſure of failing; | 
Try ;—if you're damn'd—cwhy—pleaſe yourſelf with railing :- 
Perhaps you may a ſofter Treatment find; | 
The Town will to itſelf, at leaſt, be kind: 

The Piece to ſome ſmall Merit may pretend, 
And, what they like, they ll certainly defend. 

To live, he with a ſcornful Smile reply'd, 

Where oft ſo many braver Men hams dyd; 

1 muſt indeed be Fortune's darling Minion. 
Lind,—now T think on t= Pm of his Opinion; 
For, after all, on Stages, Pm afraid 

Few can be ſav'd, where damning is the Trade. 


See | 


% 
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Sac aubat peu Criticks of the Pit can do. 
This Loſs, if ſuch it be, aue owe to ou. 5 
Then Jay, ye dread Monopoliſis of Wit, RE Rs 
Wha Lords ſupream in Playhouſe Cauſes fit ; 
M ho flock in Raptures on an Author's Day, 
To feaſt yaur Spleenupen his mangled Play; 
And, good, or bad, moſt bravely ſcorn to ſpare it; 
Wi 2 of you all is ready to repair it? 
No; let pedantick Fools in Writing drudge, 
1t is enough a Man of Parts can judge. 
My there now ;. you to-make aur Hardſhips greater, 

Damn what wwe have, aud never give us better. 

Our prudent Author, to elude your Spite, 
Wiſely retires, and glories in his Flight; 
He thinks all Dangers der in ſbunning you ; 
But there are Criticks in the Cloſet too : 
To theſe, he ſays, he ll boldly truſt his Play; 


They would net damm him for the World.——no they : © 
Kind Souls. Fl warrant they no Malict' kno cnn. 
Mell — after all Ixviſb e 115: fa Hh. 

To theſe however aue muſt now addreſs us, 

Then do not raſhly in our Bloom appreſs us; 3 
Tis the firſt Sally. o d you but befriend it, 
Perhaps uext Year the Gentleman may mend it 
To you he humbly doth his Cauſe ſubmit, 

Refolv'd to land or fall as you int ft; 8 
He ſues for Facwour ; a F Criticks muſt be fHatter d J 
And begs yoummif you can to bè good natur I. 


"OI 


; 


Dramatis Perſons. 


n NM E N. 


Fax DE RI rex, ONES Duke = Like: Pry depoſed and 
baniſhed by his Brother Ferdinand. 


MazcsLLvs, A fullen, moroſe Lord; a great Woman. 
Hater, but at length in Love with Julia, 


AnTonio, © A Nobleman attending on the Duke. 

LzonaTi, 4 Nobleman. of Liege. 

VaxcenT1o, His Brother, in Love with Camilla. 

HILLARIO, A merry hv ie dee on the Prin- 
K ceſſes. OVER 

FipetLio, Servant 10 Vincentio. 

A SngPHBRD. . | 


„ WOMEN. og 
K. E 34 ; 1 
Cam ILLA, Dag, to Date F rederick, in 8 with 

| Vincentio. 


Juri, Daughter to Duke 8 in Love with 
Marcellus. 


Lords, Gentlemen , Attendants, Meſtenger, eee. 


SCENE, during the foft As, in Liege i Germanys all 
the reft of the Play in the Foreft of Arden, 
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CURE for LOVE. 


AT IL 80 Sa. 
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SCENE LEONVATI's Garden. 
VixcexTto follow'd by FipELio- "> mY 


FA D 64h £045 3 

r is with ſome Concern, my Lord, that 
II I have obſerv'd fo great an Alteration 
Se, IM in you of late; your uſual Gaiety, and 
e 50 Fire is vaniſh'd, and you ſeem buried in 

— r hought, and Diſcontent. I have liv'd 
long in your Family — have ſerv'd your Father faithful - 
ly, and I hope have not given you Reaſon to complain 
ſince I had the Honour to attend you. Perhaps it ma; 
yet be in my Power to be of Service to vou, at leaſt 
in my Advice, Pray'rs, and Wiſhes, May I beg to 
know the Cauſe of your Melancholy! 3 
3 B 7 1s 


; Mo pzR REC ETPT: 
| 75 IVCE V 3 | 
I was: thinking, Fidelia, on the Injuſtice of thoſe 
Laws, that deprive a Man of the Pleaſures, nay, almoſt 
the Neceſſaries of Life, for no other Fault than being 
born a little too late. I niuſt confeſs, I think we youn- 
ger Brothers are but indifferently dealt by : Here's my- 
ſelf might paſs with ſome for a tolerable well-made 
young Fellow, and I think myſelf as able to ſpend an 
Eſtate in a -gentile-Manner as ever an elder Brother in 
Germany: And yet, becauſe an unnatural, ill-manner'd 
Clown happen'd to tumble into the World the ſame 
Way with myſelf, only about ten or twelve Months 
' fooner; I, forſooth, muſt owe my Subſiſtence to his 
Bounty, and think myſelf oblig'd to him for an Edu- 
cation worſe than is beſtow'd on his meaneſt Vaſſal. 
Say, Fidelio, have I not Reaſon for my Melancholy? 
FT. 
Ah, Sir! had my old Lord liv'd, we ſhow'd hvka no 
Room for theſe Complaints.—You know he always loy'd 
you with a more than ordinary Fondneſs, and had we 
had fair Play— I have a ſtrange Notion Things wou'd 
not have been as they are. However, Sir, by your 
Brother's own Confeſſion, he has a thouſand Crowns in 
Truſt, which your Father bequeath'd you to equip you 
for the World like a Gentleman. 
| VINGENTFO. 

Ah, Fidelio, a thouſand Crowns will go but a little 
Way tow'rds making a Gentleman, as Gentility goes 
now-a-days.— Tis faid, indeed, he order'd my Brother 
on his Death-bed, to give 1ne an Education ſuitable to 


my Birth, Marry, has he not? While ev'ry noble 


Vouth is gaining Knowledge in his Cloſet, or Honouf ; 
in the Field; I muſt be kept at Home to look after bis , 
Lordibip' s Hounds and Horſes ; oy faith, ſometimes 4 
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Or, a Curt for Love. 3 
his Hogs. A polite Education, T muſt confeſs, and fit 
for the Sn of = great Erneſto. In ſhort, Fidelio, I be- 
1 gin to be tir'd of this Uſage; the Spirit of my Father 
works ſtrongly in me, and mutinies againſt this Servi- 
tude.— I can endure it no longer, but muſt find ſome 
Means to free myſelf from this Slavery. 
F-1D-£E£ F'&. 

Huſh, Sir, here's my Lord, your Brother, coming 
into the Garden. : 
V INCENTEI#O. 

"Tis as I wiſh'd: Step aſide, good Fidelio, and thou 
ſhalt ſee a Specimen of his brotherly Affection. 


SCENE II. 
VincenT1o, LeonaT1i, (FipeLI10 apart.) 


TY SNCENTSIO 


OOD Morning, my Lord Brother. 
| LEONATI. 
7 How now, Sir! What make you here? 
1 Y INCENTEO, __— 
= Nothing, Sir. I have not been taught to make any 
= Thing,— I thank your Lordſhip. | 


= L E O NAT T 

| 1 What mar you then ? 

5 VINCENT TO. 

| Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar, what God 
; | made, e'en a poor younger Brother of yours, with Idle- 


3 3 1 | nels. 5 : 
„ 8 | B 2 L Z O. 
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LEONAT I. 
Methinks, Sir, you might be better employ'd. 
e. | 


I know not where, unleſs you'll give me Huſks, and 
ſend me into your Hogſty. — Brother Brother! how 
have I deſerv'd this Uſage ? What prodigal Portion have 
I ſpent, that I ſhould come to ſuch Penury ? 


LEONAT I 
How, Sir! Know you where you are? 
| F'INCENTIO. 
Oh, very well: Here, in your Lordſhip's Garden, 
GE QONAMT + 

Know you before whom, Sir ? 

YVINCENT ITO. 

Ay; better than he I am before knows me. — Nay, 
frown not ; — come, come, I know you are my elder 
Brother, and that the Courteſy of Nations makes you 
by that Title my Superior :— But yet it does not take 
from me my Share in our great Father's Blood ; — I 
am thy Brother ftill, and tho* a Thouſand had been 
born between us, am as much Erneſio's Son as you: —- 
Tho', I muſt confeſs, your ſtepping into the World 
before me, ſets you a little nearer to his Reverence. 


LEONATHZH 
How, now! Do'ſt thou inſult me, Boy? 
| V'ITINCEANTFTO. | 
By Heaven, I ſcorn it; but I muſt tell you, elder 
Brother, I can no longer bear this ſhameful Treatment ; 
uſe me as becomes you, or you ſhall find this Arm can 


do me Juſtice. [Seizing him. 


% 
Wilt thou lay Hands on me, Villain? 


a % ; \ 
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7 „ INCENTTIO, 
lam no Villain, but the Son of great Erneſto, and 
be is thrice a Villain, that ſays ſuch a Father begot Vil- 
X lains.— Wer't thou not my Brother, I wou'd not take this 
Z Hand from off thy Throat till the other had pluck'd out 
thy accurſed Tongue for ſaying it ---Thy Scandal on thy 
Ve Head. _ [ Loofong him. 
| FIDE L IO coming up. 
Sweet Sirs, be patient, for your Father's Sake; 
remember where you are. 
L EGNAT X. 
Leave me, I ſay. 
F TNCENT 3 - 
I will not till I pleaſe, for you ſhall hear me, 
Nay, you ſhall mind me too, by Heaven youzſhall 5; 
Our dying Father charg'd you on his Bleſſing 
To tender me a noble Education, 
And ſuited to my Quality and Birth; 
How ill have you obey'd him! --- no ſervile Hind, 
That labours daily for a poor” eee 
Bat boaſts a better Knowledge. Do me Jjuſtice, 
Or by my Father's Soul you ſhall repent it: 
Maintain me in a Manner that becomes 
Erneſto's Son, or give me the poor Fortune 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd me, , 
And I ſhall learn to trouble you no more. | 
LEO NAT 
Well, Sir, I ſhall ccnſider of it; I aſſure you I ſhalt 
think of ſome Way to {et us both at Eaſe:— I pray 
you ve the preſent leave me. 


nd 


* 
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: F' INCENTEO 
+ T ſhall, Sir; and when you learn to uſe me like a 
Brother, I ſhall learn with humble Duty to reſpe& you 


as becomes me. Farewel, Sir. 


WE 
1 


SCE E. 
LIONATI, FIDELI0. 
LEUN NAT 1 
N D you, Sir, with your very ceremonious Face, 
be pleas'd to walk after him. 
FIDELFO. 
Yes, Sir, I ſhall go after him, or any where to ſhun 
Juch Inhumanity. Had my old Maſter liv'd, you durſt 


not, nor wou'd he, have us'd him thus. 


% 


[2/4 


SCENE 
LEONATI alme 


S it come to this? Do you begin to grow upon me, 
young Gentleman ? I ſhall find a Way to phyſick 


. Your Rankneſs, and not part with the thouſand N 
1 believe. : 


. TOE 


SCENE V. The Palace. 


JuLria, CAMILLA, 


FUL £4 
R'ythee, dear Camilla, be merry. 

P CAMILLA 

Alas, my Julia, I already ſhew more Mirth than 1 
am Miſtreſs of : Unleſs I could forget my own, and my 
poor baniſh'd Father's Injuries, Pleaſure can find no 
Charms for me. 

FF UL £4 

Thou wrong'ſt me much, Camilla; for, believe me, 
had thy Father reign'd, and mine been baniſh'd, fo 
thou had'ſt ſtill been with me, I ſhou'd have taught 
myſelf to forget him; and ſo woud'| thou if thy Reſpect 
for me bore any Semblance of my Love for you. 

C A MIEE 

Well, Couſin, I ſhall try to forget my own F ortune, 

and rejoice in yours. Oh Frederick! __ 
| FUL Fc 

You know my Father hath no other Child, and when 
he dies, to me his Crown deſcends : Believe me, dear 
Camilla, you ſhall wear it, and what Force took from 
thy Father, Love ſhall render thee again ; --- therefore, 
once more, my dear Coz, my ſweet Camilla, be 
merry. 

* CAMILL A. 

Tm ſorry, Couſin, my ill-manner'd Grief ſhou'd make 
| me troubleſome, and here I throw it off: e 


8 The MopkRN RECEIPT : 


all our Employment ſhall be to deviſe new Sports, to- 
make our Time paſs on agreeabty. | 
TU Ss T2 
That's kindly ſaid.— W pr'ythee, let's about it 
inſtantly. | 
CAMIEL 2 ; 
With all my Heart. Come then, what think you 
of falling in Love ? 
T7. VU L4 4 
Oh! the beſt Thing in the World, provided you 
don't do it in Earneſt. Love no Man in Earneſt, Child, 
nor farther in Jeſt than you may ſafely, and without a 
Blaſh come off of; it may be dangerous. 
CAMTIL IE A. 
I pray do "un invent then; what ſhall be the pores * 
„ 
Marry we'll fit, and mock Dame Fortune from her 
Wheel, that from henceforth her Gifts may be diſtributed 
more equally. 
= CAIMTILL A. 
Wou'd we cou'd !---for in my Opinion, the blind Lady 
Is mighty apt to miitake in her Favourites. 
FULT 4 
Indeed I think fo too, and begin to be quite tir*d of 
her Partiality ; but I think ſhe's moſt apt to miſtake in 
her Gifts to the Ladies. 
15 C. A MIL LA. 
5 | 
"Why to thoſe that are fair ſhe ſeldom gives Virtues. 
uy the 88 have rarely a large Stock of Beauty. 


— 


CAMILE 4 


Or, a Curr for Lovs. 9 


C £4 

Nay, now Couſin you are miſtaken, and wander 
from Fortunes Office to Nature's. Fortune reigns in the 
Gifts of the World, and not in the Lineaments of Na- 
ture. And perhaps ſhe may not be ſo much in Fault 
neither, for I am afraid a great many of the homely 
are only virtuous, becauſe they have no Opportunity 
of being otherwiſe, 

T.U 6-4 4. Y 
You are keen, Couſin.---- But who have we here | BR 


Oh ! 'tis Hillario. 
CAIMILL A, 


With his Mouth full of News. 


Bs Y; 1 H 6; Ir 


SCE jy ng ©*8 * 
To them HILLARIO. 
HILL ARꝝ IO. 


H Ladies — 
JULIA. and CAMILL 4. - 


e 
Nay, how _ that is now to put a Man out juſt i in 
the Beginning of his Story. 
CAM ILL 4A. 
Twas a little unkind, I muſt confeſs; but what was 
it you was ſo eager to tell us? 


HILLARTO: 


10 The MopkRN RECEITI Tr: 
. I RESO 


> *, Pſhaw! you interrupted me, and put it quite out of my 


CAMILL A. . 
Shall I help you out? I propheſy it was News. 
FUETD2. : | | 
Some Lady perhaps run away with her Footman, 
HILL ARI 0. 
No. 


: CAMILI 4 = 
Has Philantus left off gaming ? 
FULTA. 
Is Lord Proteus married ? 
CAMILLI A. 
Or-has Count Horatio paid his Debts ? 
: HILL ARTO. 
Neither ; but to fave you the Trouble of gueſſing any 


89 * Wl w_ to tell 5 * loſt much Sport. 
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Sport, you ſay ? 
H-ILL ARTO. 
Ay,. Madam. 
ECEALMILL A. 
Of what Colour ? 
HILL AR I O. | 
Colour, Madam !--- How ſhall I anſwer you? 
; CAMILL A. C 
As Wit and Fortune will. | x 
F:D-L-f —_ 
Or as the Defines decree. 
CAMILL A. 
Or &en juſt as you pleaſe. _ 


Fs Vs 


«565 1 8 58 
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Or, a Cures for Love. It 


HILL ARTO. 
{after looking firſt on ane, and then Pother for fome Time. 
E Youamaze me, Ladies.--- All, that I can fay is, that 
there was a Tilt held to Day before the Duke, and you 
have loſt the Sight of it. 
| TULSA 
Tell us the Manner of it then. 
R-1-L-L- 4 R406 
I tell you the Beginning, and if your Ladyſhips 
Pleaſe you may ſee the End, for the beſt is all to come. 
CAMILL A. 
Begin then ; we are attentive. 
ET1L 5 4 1 
There comes an old Man with his three Sons. 
FUL Fab | 
An excellent Beginning for a Winter's Tale. 
NT 
Three tall, proper, handſome, gentile, well-made 
young Fellows, as you ſhall ſee in a Summer's Day. | 
CAMILL A. 
At Court on a Birth-Night, or in the Front Box at 
an Opera. | 


— 


HILL ART ©: 

The Eldeſt marches boldly into the Liſts to fight with 
Dumain the famous French Fencer.--- Dumain ad- 
vances tow' rds him ; after a flight Paſs or two--- gives 
him a Thruſt in Quart, — as thus ;--- whips him an Inch 
into the Sword Arm, and ſends n bleeding to the 
Surgeons. i 


| CGCAMEHE 4 
Poor Gentleman! 


HILLARTO. 
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only that was in Tierce, I think ;--- let me ſee ;--- Aye, 
aye, 'twas 3 But the third 
| FULT4 
Aye Hillario, the Third !--- what of him? 
FV 
: Why after a Traverſe or two, the young Gentleman's 
Sword flew. from the Hilt ; upon which Dumain gene- 
rouſly threw away his and clos'd with him, and hap- 
-pening to be a little too ſtrong for him, pitch'd him 
fairly over the Tilt-Rail, and broke three of his Ribs ;--- 
Vonder he lies,--- and looks ſo ſheepiſh, methinks ; 
and the poor old Man mourns over him ſo dolefully,--- 


I proteſt twould do one's Heart good to hear him. 
JF ULTH: 


rio, 22 is the Sport, we have loſt ? 
HILL A RIO. 
Why this, that I have been telling you of. 
5 C AMIL LA. 


SS Ln this is the firſt Time I ever heard that breaking 


Ribs was Sport for Ladies. 
| FO Sk” 


Or I either, I promiſe you. But come Couſin, ſhall 


we go and ſee the Remainder of Hillario's Sport? 
HILL . 


muſt make haſte, for it is much about the Time of the 
Onſet. | (4 Flourih of Trumpets.) 


The Second he ſerv'd much after the ſame Manner; 8 


I pity him with all my Heart. But Pry'thee, Hilla- 


Well, ſee now how one may live and learn; I pro- 


It will be worth your while, I aflure you;--- but you. _ 


FULIA,. 


lo 


Or, a Cure for Love, 13 
UE 
Hark, is not that the Summons ? 
HILL ARETO. ; 
It is; come Ladies, for Heaven's Sake I wou'd not 
loſe the Sight on't for the World. 
CAMILLI AX. 
Lead on then without Ceremony, 
(4s they go out Camilla drops a Bracclu) 


S NF 


Re-enter HILL AR IO. 
OX on't--- how unlucky this is? I ſhall loſe all 
the Sport.--- S'death, cou'd ſhe find no other Time 
to loſe her Bracelet in, but juſt when one is buſy ?— 
(Trumpets without.) Hark !--- Aye, they're at it Yfaith--- 
Wou'd the Devil had this Bracelet, I can't find it high, 
nor low. (Shout) So : There's Surgeons Work of one 
Side or Yother, I ſuppoſe.--- Was ever ſuch a blind Pup- 
Py ? here's the Bawble juſt under my Noſe all the while 
And I am much the better for finding it now:--- for all 
is over, I imagine--- (Shout without Vincentio, c.) 
Aye, 'tis ſo, and by that Shout our young Champion 
ſhould have got the Day. I'll in and ſee, however - 
Eh, Pox of the Bracelet. 


o SCENE 


F mM) Yn "es a 


IS 
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AY 


SCE N E VIII. 


{4s from the Tilt) 8 (People paſſ Fug over the 
| Stage.) 


VINCENT IO. 
HAT ſhould this mean? His Highneſs ſeems 
diſpleas d 
At my Succeſs: After the Fight he call'd 
To aſk my Name, and Family; of which 
When I inform'd him, ſtrait he frown'd, and ſaid 
He wiſh'd I had told him of another Father: 
So do not I; by Heaven P'm proud to be 
Erneſto's Son, and wou'd not change that Name 
To be the Heir of haughty Ferdinand. 


. 


S ENR N. 


VIxXcENTIO, Camilla, Luci, and HILLA RIO. 


( 7 
ERE I my Father, wou'd I have done thus? 


Hillario rats apart with Vincentia, 
CAMEFLL N. | 


My Father lov'd Erneſto as his mw and he was . | 


* 
2 
* 


= 
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in high Eſteem by all, who knew his Worth. Had I be- 
fore the Tilt known that Vincentio was Ernefio's Son, I 
ſhou'd have giv'n him Tears unto Intreaties &'er he 
ſhould ſo have ventur'd. | | 

. | 
But come, Camilla, To-day he was our Champion, and 
we ought to thank him ; perhaps it may be ſome poor 
Satisfaction to him for the Unkindneſs of the Duke 
my Father.--- Hillario. | 
HILLARIO. 


the 


Madam. | 
”" FUL Id 
Say to the Gentleman, if he's at Leiſure, we would 
exchange a Word or two with him. 
HILLARTO. 
F he Princeſſes, Sir, would ſpeak with you. (ToVincentio) 
ENCE NT 

1 Pleaſure, Ladies ? 

| FULTIA. 

To thank you, Sir: You've well deſerv'd to Dav, =; 
And, were it in my Power, your Reward — 
Had been proportion'd better to your Merit. 

CAMILL A. 

Wear this for me, Sir; (giving him a Bracelet) all a 
wretched Maid can give ;--- my Fortunes have been 
better, julia and Camilla retire. 

VINCENT IO (after a Pauſe.) 
Where am I ? Loſt in Tides of new-blown Joy 
J have not Power to bleſs the Hand that raiſes me; 
My panting Soul fled from me as ſhe ſpoke, ; 


; NO nought remains but a poor lifeleſs Coarſe, 2 
„  CAMILL A beturning. — 
of | Dia he not 8 us back ?--- My Pride. fell with my 

Þ - {5-23 Eo EE C 2 Fortunes, 


16 Te Mo pERN Rzczipr : : 81 
Fortunes, I'll aſk him what he wou'd ; --- Said vou, F. 


1 
VINCENT IO. | 
Lady? $8 | f 
C AMI IL L A. | 1 
You. have fought too well To- day, and overcome more 
than your Enemies. 
| FULTA. 


Come, Couſin, will you walk? 
CAMIL LA. 


Aye. Farewel, Sir. 
8 VINCENTIO. 


My beſt of Wiſhes follow you !--- 
(Vincentio fands looking after them.) 


SCENE X. 


VincexT1o, HIILARIO (apart.) 


| HILL ARIO, 
ROT H he's a good proper Gentleman, when all 
is done,--- and I'm much miſtaken if ſomebody 
elſe does not think fo as well as myſelf ;--- There's 
ſomething more than ordinary in his being fent for by 
the Princeſſes :--- He'll be a riſing Man no doubt of it: 
Faith I think I'd beſt make my court to him. Mercy on 
= us, what a Poſture he's fix d in - But mum, he recovers, 
VINCENTIO. | | 
What Paſſion hangs theſe Weights upon my Tongue: Fi — 
I cou'd not ſpeak to her, yet ſhe urg d n 1 „ 
| Sbe 


Or, a CuRE for Love.” 17 


She's gone; but oh! her Image is too firmly 
Fix'd in my Heart e' er to be torn from thence. 
HILLAXIO. 
Poor, Gentleman! it's all over with him. well, I 
ſhall find a Time, and this will be News for the Ladies; 
I'll e'en leave him to himſelf. 


VINcENTIO, and GENTLEMAN. 
SCENE KI. 
GENTLEMAN. 
HE Princeſſes, Sir, in Friendſhip, will you to 
quit the City inſtantly ; for although you have 
well deſerv'd the Friendſhip, Praiſe, and Love of Fer- 
dinand, yet ſuch is his Condition, that he miſconſtrues 
all, that you have done, and weighs your Virtues in an 
envious Ballance.--- Your cruel Brother too attempts your 
Life by ſecret Means.--- Speed quickly from the City.— 
A Moment's Dalliance may be dangerous. 
| V INCENTIO. 

Bear to the Princeſſes my gentleſt Thanks, 
And fay I am in humble Duty bound 
To bleſs them ever. Pray you, Sir, inform me 
Which of the two is Daughter to the Duke, 

GENTLEMAN. | | 

The Shorter: The other's Daughter to Lord 
Frederick, and here detain'd by her uſurping Uncle 
to keep the Princeſs Company. She ftands fair in 


all Men's Lies, both for her Father's Virtues, and 
8 1 C 3 her 8 


978 * 
wel . 
— 
8 3 p 
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her own. *Tis thought the Duke has conceiv'd a Hatred 
againſt her, which will not long lie ſmother 'd. Fare- 
wel, Sin; your Affairs forbid a longer Conference.— If 
ever we meet hereafter, 1 ſhall deſire more Love and 
Knowledge of you. 
VINCENTIO. 


J reſt much bounden to you, Sir.--- Farewel. 


Sone 


SCENE XII. 


VINCENT IO (alnme.) 
Muſt leave Liege. Well, be it ſo then.--- What 
are the Charms, that ſhould detain me here? No, let 
me fly, and in ſome friendly Deſart, hide me from the 
ungenerous World. There I ſhall be free from the Rage 
of an impious Uſurper, and the Malice of an unnatural 
Brother.--- And is that all ?--- If fo, why do I loiter, 
and fear to move as though I ruſh'd on death ?--- Sure 
Tomething whiſpers me I've ſtill an Intereſt here; 
Camilla's Charms !--- But what of her ?--- Down my 
aſpiring Soul, and meditate a Theme more ſuited to my 
Toft, my wretched Fortune.--- And yet, methinks I'm 
not forbid to hope ; he is a Wretch indeed that boaſts not | 
that, There ſhould be ſomething in ſending to inform 
me of the Duke's Diſpleaſure, and my Brother's Trea- 
chery.--- But all is hid within the myſtic Book of Fate; 
to that I'll truſt my Fortune. The fame good An 
ot == her then may favour me ſtill farter. 
ile Heaw'n, and ev'ry Star propitious prove, As 8 + 
And what I've loſt i in Honour, ns 20 in 1 1 
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re- 
If 


S EN 4 


Jo Lia, CAMIL ILA. 


3 LI A. 
H Coufin! Why Camilla ! Cupid have Mercy, 
not a Word ? 
CAMILL 4. 
What wou'd you have me fay ? 
k u. 
Any thing. No matter what, 
CAMILL A. | 
Heigh ho! | (Szghing.) 
| TULTA. 
7 Prettily ſigh'd, I proteſt.--- Pr'ythee Camilla, let's 
have it over again. 
CAMILLI A. 
Dear Julia, don't be ſo unmerciful. 
A 
Poor Coufin,--- was it vex'd ?--- But it is all for ar 
Father. | 


| CAMILL A. 
No, indeed, ſome of it is for my Father's Child. 
Oh Vincentio ! 


„„ % 0 1 y-y* 


FUL 4-4. 

Why you cannot be in earneſt, ſurely ?--- Is it poſſible 
| you can have taken fuch a Liking to Vincentis on fo 
| Bore a Knowledge? 

1 CAMILL 4. 
Fs = Father lov'd his Father deal). 
JFULTA4, 


A 


„ 
W 

. * 

4. 
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T7FULTA. 
And for that Reaſon you muſt love his Father's "00 WA 
A very pretty Conſequence.--- By that Rule I ſhow'd 


hate him, for Pm ſure my Father hated his Father ye 
dearly. Yet I cannot fay I hate Vincentio. m 
CAMILL A. ye 

No--- do not hate him for my Sake. u 
C f tl 

Truly tis a pretty deſerving Vouth. r 
CAMILL A. t 

Well, PI love him for that; and do you love kim i 


becauſe J do. 


SCENE XIV. 


Joris, CauI ILA, HILLARIoO. 


HILLAXIO. 
A! Ha! Ha!  {Lawghs.) 
"CAMILLA. + 
How now, Hillario ? 
HILLARTIO. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Oh my Sides, my Sides ! 


SUL 
Why whar s the Matter, Man? 
HELL AR 70. | 
Why? Ha! Ha! Hal Why--- yonder's poor Lord 
Maximin a ſweating, and ſwearing, ane c a if 
he had not an Hour to live. 8 
CAMTILL A. 


Agel now ve n es 1 


ks - 
SED 


| oo 
u'd 
her 


Parting himſelf under his Direction. 
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HILL ARIO. 

Why, you muſt know--- but I ſhould firſt have told 
you, that the Duke for ſome ſecret Services had pro- 
mis'd him the firſt Poſt that fell near his Perſon. Now, 
you know, the Lord Treaſurer died about a Week ago--- 
upon which Maximin taking it for granted that he was 
the Man, whips me up in his new Coach, lac'd Live- 
ries, doubles his Retinue, and hires a Houſe to receive 
the Compliments of his Friends, as though he were al- 
ready inveſted. | 

JUL K „ 
Well, what then ? 
CAMI L L A. | 
His H ighneſs (for ſome private Reafons, I ſuppoſe} 


. taking it in his Head that he had promis'd to ſerve a 


certain Lady's Huſband, ſends for the Gentleman, in- 
veſts him privately, and had juſt finiſh'd the Ceremony 
when Maximin beg gd Leave to kiſs his Hand. But to 
ſee how the poor Devil look'd when he ſaw Mr. What- 
4. De call um there in the Chair 

5FUILIA. 

Ha! ha! ha! Poor Maximin! I warrant the Gen- 
tleman will take Pet, grow weary of the Court, fall in 
Love with Retirement, and ſpend his Life i in the Coun- 
try. — | 
CAMILL A. 

Till another Place offers. Ha! ha! ha! 
HILL ARTO. | 
Marry, I wiſh he does not go into a Convent— for he 
turn'd to a certain fat intriguing Abbot, and whiſper'd 
him alhud, that he had ſo good an Opinion of his Con- 
verſation, and Way of Living, that he had Thoughts of 


2 
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CAMILL A. 
A proper Place for Improvement — I wou'd as foon 
ſend my Son into England to learn French, or Holland to 
— Politeneſs. 
” U L TA. | 

He's ſafe however in one particular; for if he gains 

no Virtue there, he's ſure of loſing none. 
CAMILL A. 

Except it be that of ſinning fairly, and appearing in 
his own proper Character. 

HILL ARTIO. 

1 believe the only Objection he has, is, that he does 
not know readily what Religion to ſay he's of, ſhould he 
chance to be aſk'd the Queſtion, 

70114. 
A very grand Difficulty, indeed; — beſt go over to 
England then, where it does not ognify what he's of, or 
whether of any, Or no. 
| e 

Why, truly, they are a good honeſt, heatheniſh Sort 
of a People there, as I've heard but for that Matter, I 
believe we are not much behind-hand with them in that 
Afﬀair®any more than the reſt of our Neighbours : But--- 
Ha! ha! ha! Look Lady Fulia (Camilla appears Me- 
lancholy) did ever Mortal ſee ſuch a Romance in Folio ?--- 
Why, Lady Camilla,--- what's the Matter ?--- Why 
you're as dull as an Atheiſt in a high Fever, or a Girl 
of eighteen without a Lover. 

| CAMILL A. 


— 


ke” cannot always command my Temper, Hillari P. 7 aff Y 


I have Reaſon for my Melancholy. 
HILL ARTO. 


Poor Lady!--- I'll be hang'd if ſhe be'nt in Lo 1 | 
now, if the Truth were known. F UL IM 


* — 
p 2 => 
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79114 
You have gueſt it, Hillario. 
| | CAMILL A. 
Believe her not, ſhe's only merry with you, 
—— Ut FEE 
u my Honour tis true. 
HILLAXIO. 

And upon mine, I believe it: Behold the Symp- 
toms--- D*'ye think to deceive me in ſuch a Caſe as this? 
Marry, then I've had all my Experience for nothing. 
Why I have been in Love myſelf, d'ye ſee, ſome forty 
or fifty Times NOW. mm 

FULTS 
Oh the fickle Monſter--- not deſperately, I PR 
A 
Horribly, moſt intolerably--- but once in particular 
Ah! that once! TI proteſt J tremble with the very 
Thoughts of it. I was ſo far gone, that rhyming and 
fighting were as natural to me as Lying to a Chamber- 
maid, or Intriguing to a pamper'd Friar:--- Such Eyes! 
ſuch Lips! and ſuch a Shape O ye Gods. 
. CAMILL A. 
ou Hillario! Why he's in Love yet. 
HILLARTO. 
No, no, no, no: Hold there I am ſome two or 
three Stone better than a Man as much in Love as I 
Was. (Clapping his Sides.) 
JE. | 
Pr ythee how got you cur'd then? 
HILLARXNIO. 
Why one Day being in a little better Spirits than or- 
dinary, I happen'd to ſay ſomething that pleas'd my 
/ Miſtreſs--- ſo. what does me, I but takes her in the criti- 
* ; 2 N A * A cal 
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cal Minute, whips her into the next Chapel, and mar- 
ries her, ànd the Devil take me if I ever lik d her af- 


Rerwards. 
Wn” ULI PI | 
Ha! ha! ha! A moſt excellent ety] 6 
HILL AR#O. 


A modern Receipt,--- a modern Receipy. — But hold, 
ho ! ! Who have we here? 


SCENE Xv. 15 
(To them) A r 


SERY ANT. 
ADIES, his Highneſs Ss” your Company in 


| his Chamber. 
A 


We'll attend him ;--- Come, * and pray you 2 
de chearful. | 
CAMILL A. 
As chearful as I can, good Falia. . 
FULIA. 
Come on a then; ;--- Farewel Lover. 
. 
Ladies your moſt obedient. 


22 * | * | | "IM 
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r- 


S EN E. XVL 


HILLARTO (alme.) 

Y F, *tis ſo; the has her Share on't, that's cer- 
tain. --- Well, go thy Ways, Hillario; thou haſt 

a good Gueſs with thee, I'll ſay that for thee. This 
muſt be Work for me, I ſee,--- I muſt after Vincentio, 
and ſee him, if poſſible, before he leaves the City. 
He hardly knows me yet,--- but he may be a good 
Friend in Time, and let me alone to manage him. --- 
Beſides, if he ſhould be gone, and I know not where to 
find him, we ſhall have the Devil to pay here ;--- ſuch 
ſighing, and whimpering, and--- Ha ! what's here ? 
| The Princeſſes return'd ! They ſeem in Tears too, if I 
A miſtake not. What Miſchief's a-foot now 7 


—— BY j)) a A 
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SCENE xvII. 
(4e him) JU 11a, CAMILLA, 


CAMILL A. 


Aniſh'd without the Knowledge of my Fault} 
Injurious Uncle! how have I deſerv'd it? 
HILLARTO. 


How faid you, Lady? baniſh'd!? 


1 
{ 

| 
# 
1 

ö 


— 
Wilks 


He turn'd, and with a haughty Frown, reply'd, 


—— — — —— 2 ay 1, 
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CAMILL A. An 
"WE Hillario. | 741.6 W. 
Lieg +45 260-Guall for his anubicions Bank Al 
Mach leſs to hold a Rival in his Greatneſs ; Te 
His Highneſs ſays, I am-grown dangerous, 2 
And bad me with my ſpeedieſt Haſte diſpatch, = H 


And leave the City; if To-morrow's Dawn 
I'm found within the Limits of his Dukedom, 
My forfeit Life muſt anſwer for the Fault. 
HILLAXIO. 
Poor Lady! 
CAMILL 4 
When I begg d to know the Reaſon, 
1 was my Father's Daughter. 
NILLARIO. 
Why ſo you was when Ferdinand depos d him, 


And Treaſon's not inherited. 
CA M TL L 4. 


If it were, | 
What's that to me? My Father was no Traitor, 
HILL ARTO. 
No, in Faith was he not.-- Why Lady Julia! 
What not a Word ?--- Has Sorrow ſtol'n your Speech ? 
CA4MAELEM,..! © 
Lock up, my Julia, it is worie than Death 
To ſee thee thus; thou haſt no Cauſe for Grief. 
7 
Alas ! too much Camilla; know ſt thou not, 
When Ferdinand pronounc'd thy fatal Doom, 
He made me then a Stranger to his Houſe, * 
His Honour, and his Blood: I'm baniſh'd tor, 
For we will never part; III follow the, | 


Or, a Cuxs for Lovs' 27 


And ſhare in all thy Dangers. All the Day 
We'll toil together o'er the barren Waſte; 
And when the ſilent Shades of Night come on, 
Together on the friendly Turf we'll taſte 5 5 
A ſweet Repoſe:--- What tho? alone and chearlefss 
Heaven will not fail to guard the Innocent. 
HILL ARIO. 
Nay, think it not ; you ſhall not know a Toil, 
But I will have my Share on't ;. Pm not yet 
So much a Courtier as to ſlight my Friends, 
When the ſwift Turn of giddy Fortune's Wheel 
Has thrown them from her Smiles. I'll follow too, 
FUEL E<& 
That's kindly ſaid ; come Coz, we'll never leave thee. 
CAMILLA. 
No, Julia, I'll not do thee ſo much wrong; 
You have a Father: Live, live, and be happy; 
Forget, if poſſible, a wretched. Maid, 
Whoſe Friendſhip wou'd undo thee. 
. 


Oh Camilla 


You wrong me more to think I e' er can leave dee; 
No, let my Father ſeek another Heir, 
For we will never part. Come my ſweet Girl 
Piſpatch, diſpatch, and let us fly from Liege. 

5 4IMILILA. 
Ah! whither can we fly? 

ETLLARI O. 

Madam, I've heard, 

That good Lord Frederick, your Royal Father, 
With thoſe few faithful Gentlemen, that follow'd 
His broken Fortunes, are in Arden's Foreſt ; 
* - . we ſought him there. 


D 2 Come 
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CAMILLA 
come on then, but as *t may be dangerous, 
Maids as we are, to venture ſuch a Journey, 
I think *twere beſt I ſhou'd array myſelf 
In all Points like a Man ;--- the Shepherd's Hook, 
And plain Attire will ſuit our ruin'd State. 
You, Fulia, in homely Ruſſet clad, | 
Shall, by a nearer Tie be bound to me, 
And call'd my Sifter. | 
HILL ARI O. 
At the Eaſtern Gate 
Lhave a Tenant, who ſhall faruiſh ns 
With fit Diſguiſes, Horſes, and what elſe 
Our Need requires. | 
TUB FA 
Thither let us haſte, 
And with all Speed prepare us for our Journey... 
Lead on, Hillario ;--- Ferdinand good Night, 
I'm ſorry thou ſhould wo where I muſt right. 


End of the Firſt AF, 
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ACT 


Or, a Cures for Love. 


ACT H. S C&EN 4 


SCENE ibe Foreſt of Arden. 
Dux, AN rox lo, and other LorDs, 


BAE 


FELL. my Co mates, and Famen in 


Exile, 


ſweet 


theſe Woods, 
Theſe Plains enrich'd by bounteous Nature's Hand, 


More free from Trouble, than the envious Court ? ? 
In Nature's Palace fearleſsly we feel 

The Seaſons Difference ; and when the icy Phang, 
And churliſh Chiding of the Winter's Wind 

Blows on my Body, een till I ſhake with Cold, 

I ſmile, and fay this is no Flattery: 

Theſe, theſe are Friends indeed, that tell me true, 
And kindly teach me how to know myſelf. 
Believe me, Sirs, Alverſity is not 

That Monſter, that our Fears wou'd repreſent her, 
And tho' her Tree be bitter, yet her Fruit 

Is paling ſweet: Weigh but the Advantages 


. Hath not old Cy/fom made this Lf more 


D 3 Agg. 
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Againſt its Ills, and you ſhall ſee the Scale 

Of Profit fink beneath th' unequal Burthen. 
ANTONIO. 

I wou'd not change my Life again; and ſure 

Your Grace is happy, that can ſo eaſily ſuit  . 

Your ih i to your wayward Fortune. 


DE. 
Come, Sirs, what ſay you, ſhall-we kill ſome Veniſon ? 


And yet it irks me, the poor dappled Fools, 
Being native Burghers of this defart City, 
Shou d here, in their own Confines, be deſtroy'd. 
it LO X D. 
My Lord Marcellus grieves at that, and ſwears 
We are worſe Tyrants than.your Brother Ferdinand. 
DUKE. 
Who ſaw him of late ? * 
. 
| This Morning, Lord Antonio, and myſelf crept cloſe 
behind him, as he lay ſupine beneath a rev'rend Oak, 
whoſe leafy Honours bow o'er the Brook that borders on 


S — 


Wood; thither a poor ſequeſter'd Stag, that from the 


Hunter's Dart had ta'en a Hurt, and from the Toils 
eſcap'd, retird to languiſh ; and, believe me, the 


wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch Groans, that their 


Diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern Coat almoſt to burſting ; 
and the big round Tears chas'd one another down his 


trembling Cheeks in ſuch Abundance, it wou'd have 


mov'd a Man leſs human than Marcellus. 
| DUKE. 
Food for his Melancholy. What faid he? 
Did he not moralize upon the Spectacle? 
1 -.. 
Oh much, my Lord, into a thouſand Similies. 
Firſt, when he ſaw his falling Tears augment the ſwel- 


ling 


bod 


YN ? 


Or, a Cures for Love. 31 
ling Stream, juſt ſo, quoth he, do Worldlings make their 
Teſtaments, bequeathing more to thoſe who had too 
much already. 

it LO R D. 

Then becauſe he was alone; right, quoth he, tis eaſy 
known that thou art miſerable, becauſe alone; for Miſe- 
ry makes Solitude, 

ANTON 7 O. 

Anon, a careleſs Herd, eager on Paſture, bounds 
ſwiftly by, and never ſtops to greet him: Sweep on, 
cry'd he, tis juſt the Faſhion; yon Train of Stags are 
favourite Courtiers, and like them l neglect their Brother 


in Diſgrace. 
D.U K E. 


Heard you his Sermon out, or did you leave him in 


his Contemplation ? 


iſt OR D. 
"Twas much about your Highneſs's Dreſſing- time, we 
therefore left him ftill commenting on the unhappy Deer. 
DUKE. 
Wou'd J had been there 
4X FO N10. | 
Twou'd much have pleas'd your Highneſs. 
DUKE. 
Belike ſo; I have not ſeen him lately. Know any of 
you where to meet with him ? 
ANTONIO. 

You know, my Lord, he does not quickly leave a 
Place he has once taken to; tis Odds we find him there. 
DUKE. 

I pray you bring me to him; I love to cope him in 
theſe ſullen Fits; for then he's full of Matter. Along. 


ANTONIO. 


This Way, my Lord, | 
EIS mW ra SCENE 
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Scene anther Part of the Foreſt. 8 * 
CAMILLa as JULIO, JULIA as FLORINDA, at Miu 
LARIO. 


6 F LOR IND A. 
'EIGH. ho! how weary are my Spirits! 
51 e 
1 care not for my Spirits, if my Legs were not weary. 
HITLLLA AIO. 

For ſhame, Sir, a young briſ Gentleman, and talk 
of being tir'd! Why *tis not above ſome eight, or ten 
Miles ſince we quitted our Horſes. | | 

F &'E #0. 1 

I could find in my Heart to diſgrace my Manhood, 
and cry like a mere Girl; but fince I repreſent a Man, 
J muſt make a Shew of Courage at leaſt, and comfort 
the weaker Veſſel ; therefore Courage, good Florinda. 

FLORIND A. 
Pr'ythee, Fulio, bear with me, I can go no farther. 
F# F-L L 4 R'1 0: 

For my Part, I had much rather bear with you, than 
bear you, I promiſe you. But come, who knows where 
we are ? 


t. & Qs. 
Not I,— but here comes one, who, in all Probably 


can inform us. 
FL ORT D 4 
He ſeems a Native ; ; you'll remember who we are, 


Hillario 
F- 


, 


s 
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HEL L. 

I warrant you! you; Sir, are no longer Lady Camilla, 
but Mr. Julio, the Shepherd, (to Julio} and you, Ma- 
dam (to Florinda). 

FLORI N D A. 


Mrs. Florinda, the Shepherd's Siſter. But the 


Strangers here. 


SCENE 11, 


a 05 a Sdirhzxp- 


70 10 


HEPHERD, god ay: What do you call tha 
. ? a 
| . S HEP E R D. 
The Foreſt of Arden, Sir. N 
| HILLAR 7 0. 
That's well, however. 
9 O. | 

Pr'ythee inform us if any Town be near, where we 
may reſt a while ; here's a poor young Maid that is not 
n us'd to Travelling, and almoſt faints for Succour. 

SHEPHERD. 

Ah! lack-a-day, Sir, you're a great Way from any 
Village, or Houſe ; but I have a little Cot hard by here, 
an you'll ſtep there, ſuch poor Refreſhment as you moet 
with, is at your Service, as the Saying is. 

58 HITLLAX IO. * 
oe Faith, a good honeſt Fellow this. 


* 3 Fol 
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WHALE 
With all my Heart, Shepherd ; we-are oblig'd to you, 


| and wild fatisfy you as you. require lead on then. * 
Ceremony ; come, Siſter. 


SCENES W. 
Scans a Gro, Mazxcus: LUS diſcouer'd ting en a Bart 
aloge | 


 & . 


MARCELLUS. . 


AIL pleaſing Horrors of the Glent Shade Hail 
friendly Solitude! how happy is the untam'd Sa- 
vage, who wanders free along the gloomy: Deſart, and 
knows no Care but from the Calls of Nature, which him 
ſelf can quickly fatisfy,— whoſe peaceful Hours are ne er 
diſturb'd by the impertinent Salutations of Friends, or the 
eringing Grimace of Flatterers.— What Injuſtice ! what 
Cruelty is it that any one Creature, defign'd by Nature | 
free and uncontroul'd, ſhou'd be oblig'd by Laws to ub- 
mit tamely to the many Torments his Fellow-Anly 
are ſo ſtudious to load him with ! How happy muſt our 
firſt Parent Adam have been in his bleſt Solitude ! how 
agreeable his Life! till Woman, damn'd Woman, that 
Creature, worſe, if poſſible, than Man, broke in upon 
his Reſt, and tainted all his Joys. (A Nei/e of Horns 
vithout.)) Heavens |: that Noiſe forever! Impious Men! 
what Authority has Nature given you. over your poor 
dumb Fellow-Creatures, that they muſt thus be facrificed 
to N unnatural Pleaſures ? Is it becauſe. you're tronger ? 
80 
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So much the more Injuſtice, to hurt the Weak unable to 
reſiſt you. Are they not Inhabitants of the ſame World, 
and born in the ſame Freedom with yourſelves? (Noi/e 
again) Again ! they come this Way too. S'death, 
I think they mean to hunt me; I'll try to avoid them. 


Wut 


SCENE v. 


Jurro, FLoRIxDA, HIILARIO, and SHEPHERD di/- 
cover d in a Cottage. 


. 
JHEPHERD, we thank you, and aſſure ow. 
ſelf, if ever it lies in our Power to ſerve you, 
you ſhall not find us mere Court-Promiſers. 
HILLILAREFO: 
Why aye now, Compliments will ſerve-well enough 
for Grace after Meat, look ye ; but before, faith, they. 


are the worſt Things that ever were invented. Sad 
Cuſtom : Sad Cuſtom. 


ve FLORIND 4. 
Are there not ſome Strangers, Shepherd, that hve 
retir'd in ſome ſolitary Part of the Foreſt ? 
SHEPHERD. 
Aye, Madam, the old Dake of Liege, good Gentle- 


15 man, that was baniſh'd by his Brother, with his Com- 
nt Pamions, lives in a Cave about a Mile off, 

or | 7 ULTDO9. ; 

ed Aye, poor 3 we have heard of As; how 
r? Yor be paſs his Time in in Retirement 


SHEP: 
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| -$'HEPHERD. | 
Hunting, for the generality, furniſhes . with both 
Food ard: Exerciſe ; there's ſeldom a Morning paſſes, 
but you ſhall ſee the good old Man up, and after a lag 
an Hour or two before Sun-riſe.. a 
N & # 0 hh * 
What Company has he with him here? 
SH. | 
Why, there's one Antonio, and two, or three more 
merry Fellows, that are always with him.---And then 
there's one Marcellus, I think they call him, a melan- 
choly Sort of a Fellow ;--- he's a great 8 and 
a Philoſopher too, I think they ſay. 
HILL ARTITO. 
How d'ye know ? 
| SHEPHER D. 
Why, he reads much;--- 3; | ( 
HILL TO , | 7 


| SHEPHERD. | 
'Thinks more ;--- £ | 
HIL:L AR I'D: 7, | 
Good ſtill. 3 | 
SHEPHERD. 
_ Eats little, ſleeps leſs, and ſpeaks leaſt of all, 
| „ 3-3 


All good, 
SHEPHERD. 
And if he ſees a Woman--- 
FLURIEND A 
What then, Shepherd ? 
| SHEPHERD, 
He runs away, ſhuts himſelf up in his Cave, and, 
prays | for an * or two after. 
FU LI O, 


ſes, 


Or, a Core for Love; 37 
| TFULIO, wat hangs to 
Ha! Ha! Ha! 
FLORIND A. 
Oh the Brute ! I'm reſolv'd to take a Revenge upon 


him in Behalf of the whole Sex. 


„ 10. 
So, ſo, here's Iike to be ſine Work, if you once come 
at him; well, I ſay no more. 
FLORIND A. 


Where is this Marcellus to be found, Shepherd ? 
SHEPHERD. 


About an Hour hence, he generally walks this Way 3 
if you will then, PI bring you where you may ſee 


him. 
T4 1 ©. 
Do ſo, Shepherd, and in the mean Time here's for thy 
Civility, (gives him Money.) Do you know of * Farm to 


be let, or fold in this Neighbourhood ? 


S HEP HE R D. 
Marry, as good a one, as any in the Foreſt, hard by - 
here, down by the Brook ;--- twas old Corin's, but he's 
gone, Poor Soul; he died, let me ſee, it's a Month 805 


I think, come Medneſday. 
FTE EQO 


Do you bargain for it then, and we'll be anferable 
for whatever you agree upon. | : 


FLORIND A. . 
Do Brother, I like the Place much, and cou d fend 5 


bs 
» 


my Life in't. 


ia 
Come, Shepherd, we'll take a little Turn about your 


Gardens, if you will, and then 


HILLAXIO. 
Hey for the Philoſopher. 
SCENE 
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ſor 


SCENE VI. 
MaxcEiLus, Axroxio (mecting.) 


ANTON T1O9. 
O W now, Marcellus, how fares it with you ? 
MARGEHREEEZETDS, 


Why well. 
ANTON TIO. 
1 am glad of it; where have you been, that we have 
not ſeen you of late ? 
MARC EL LUS. 
In my Study. - 
ANTONIO. 
Pr'ythee where's that ? 
MARCELLUS. 
The World. 
ANTON TO. 
Will you walk with me to the Duke's Cave ? 
: | MARCELLUS. 
No, tis too ſoon to ſleep yet. 
ANTONTO. 
Why, who the Plague wants you to fleep ? 
MARCELLUS. 
What ſhou' d I do elſe in Company? 
ANTONTO. 
The Duke has been enquiring for you all the Morn- 
ing. | 


MARCELLUS, 
I'm glad he found me not. 25 
Im g | NED. 


2 


15 
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ANTONTIO. 
Pr'ythee why do you avoid him ? he wants to have 


ſome Diſcourſe with you. 


NAR CE L IL U 8. 
I know it, and therefore I avoid him. 
ANTONTIO. 
Why are you ſo ſullen, Marcellus ? 
MARCELLUS. 
Why are you ſo impertinent, Antonio? 
ANTONTO. 
Come, if yow'll fit down, I'Il give you a Song. 
3 MAR CELL UCS. | 
With all my Heart, I am melancholy. 
a 
Nay then, I will not, it will feed your Melancholy: 
MA RCELIEUSE | 
J like it the better; I can pick Melancholy out of a 
Song, as a Chicken does Meat out'of a Barley-cotn. 
| LN OA £0. 
But you know my Voice don't pleaſe you ; beſides I'm 
hoarſe. | 
-MARCRELUS. 
S'death, I don't want you to pleaſe me, 1 wou'd but 
have you ſing. | N 
ANTONIO. 
Ahem ! Ahem ! | 
MARCELLUS. 
Pox o' thy hem,--- I wiſh you'd begin. 
ANTONIO. 
Well, are you for Love, or Mirth, or Satire, or--- ? 
MARCELLUS. | 
Satire, dear Devil Satire, --- oh how I love a little ho- 
neſt Satire,--- it feeds my Humour,--- come, but no Love 


I pr'ythee. 
| E 2 ANT O- 


40 The Monrzxn REOEI r: 


INTO * 
Wa, mark then. 


Es: 


AnTon10 nge 


ME; | 
S Thyrſis one Eœ ning vas on a Bank laid, 
A ſoft moſſy Pillow ſupported his Head, 
His Quiver lay by him, his Bow was unſtrung, 


And thus in jos Numbers he mournfully 42 


| IE. | 
Alas I hapleſs Youth, muſt I ftill ſigb in vain ? 
Shall Inc er know an End to my Torment and Pain Þ 
Ah ! ſay, gentle Cupid, and eaſe my ue d Mind, 
4h ! when will my Silvia relent, — hind Þ 


| III. i 
3 Cupid, a paſſing that Way chane'd t9 5 

The Shepherd thus ſadly complaining, drew near, 

 Accofted him kindly, fate down by his Side, 

Then tun d up his Voice, and thus to him reply'd © 


IV. | 
When Courtiers ſpeak Truth, and a Stateſman's /incere; 
N ben Knaves ceaſe to flatter, and Atheiſts to fear; 
When Lawyers are boneſt, Phyſicians hawe Skill, 
And Conſcience enough to cure mare than they kill; 
Sf 

When Pedants know well, what to others they teach ; 

When Prieſts learn to practice the Doctrine, they preach ; 


I hen Women are fair, and not vain of their Charms; 
Whew a Tradeſman is Jul, and a Soldier laves Arme; 


VI. When | | 


t 
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| C 
When a Poet is mad:ſt, a Lover has Braint; 


When a Scholars polite, and Sincerity reigns ; 
When a brainfick Projector forgets to contrive, 


And a true honeft Man finds it eaſy to live; 


VII. 


When dull politic Fools are of uſe to the Nation 3 
When Virtue's efteem'd, and Religion in Faſhion 3 3 
When Arts are encourag d, and Merit gains Praiſe; 
When we've Wealth in our Coffers, and Wit in our Plays; 


VIII. . . 
When theWorld is unmaſk'd, and a YVillain's Face bare, 
And all Men appear ⁊ubat they nat rally ars; 
Then Silvia ſhall to her Thyrſis refign 
All her Charms, and forever, forever be thine, 


Muſt I all theſe impoſſible Changes attend? 
Gods ! cries Thyrſis, my Sorrows will ne er baue an End: 
Tubere as eaſy as this to recal a paſi Day. 


8 he roſe in Deſpair, and event fighing awayi = _ 


E 3 s ENE 


iy 
i 
. 


I 
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| 
| 


8 CEN E VI. 


Maxceiius, Ax ron io; Julio, FLoRIN DA, HII- 
LARIO, and SHEPHERD Behind. 


S E ( 


HIS is the Place, Sir, where he generally ſpends 
this Part of the Day, I don't doubt but we ſhall 
find him ;—Oh, yonder he is to our Wiſh, 
FLORIND A. 
Where, Shepherd? which is he? 
SHEPHERD. 
The neareſt of thoſe two Gentlemen. 
HILL ARTO. 


' What that hagged ill-looking Fellow in Black? Why 


he looks like one of the Sons of Noah, in deep Mourning 
for his Great-grandfather : He muſt be an Antediluvian 


that's certain ; for I'm ſure ſuch People as he have not been 


in Faſhion o' this Side the Flood. O' my Conſcience if 
he had been in Fig-Leaves, I ſhou'd have taken him for 
Adam under the Apple-Tree. . 
FIORIEINDAY. 

Huſh, Hillario, you forget that I ; am to fall in Tore 

with him. 
| L. 

Gadſo: I had like to have forgot that, indeed; — b den 

z beg your - ain s Pardon, | 


2 


E * 


R eee 


vv 
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FULTO. 
Ps he's going to open; let us ſtep aſide, leſt we 
diſturb him. 
[During this Diſcourſe MarcELLUus fits 5 
holding his Head down, ANTON10 looking at him. 
MARCELLUS. 
Have you done ? Is that all ? 
| ANTONIO. 
Yes. | | 
MARCELLUS. 
Pr'ythee give me ſome more. 
ANTONIO. 
No; it makes you melancholy. 
: \MARCELLUS. 
Death! I tell you I like it for that; come, t bother 
Stanzo, Stanza, what d'ye call them ? 
ANTONIO. 
Juſt what you pleaſe. 
—  MARCELLUS. . 
| Nay, I care not for their Name, they owe me nothing; 
but come, if you will ſing, ſing ; if not, leave me, that I 


may find ſome other Employment. 


HILL ARTO: 
That's a little unpolite, methinks. 
FLORINDA. | 
-A little upon the free, or fo. | 7 
ANTONIO. We” 
Well, hearken then. 
Ax rox lO g,. 
HA T', Ambition ? tis a Toy. 
What are Riches ? Pain and Trouble. 
N bat is Fame? a fhort-liv'd Foy. 


What is Honour? but a Bubble, v 
8 h Whi' 
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Whe's þ happy then as aue, 'who beneath the Cut hae, 
: Where no Fear or Emvy reigns, 
| Witt Time ſhakes his hafly Glaſs, our Hours in endl: eſs Tran- 
Sports paſs, 
And taſte Life's JYs without its s Paine ? 


There Sir. 


MARCELLUS. 
More, more, I pr'ythee more. 
ANTONIO. 
I can ſing no more. 
FVV 
Then leave me, I am buſy, and wou'd be alone. 
I 
Ah Pox! there's ſome more of his Freedom. 
a ANTONTIO. 
With all my Heart; tis near the Duke's Dining- 
Mis and I muſt attend him; yow'll not go with me ? 
MARCELLUS. 
No, Ill try to ſleep; if I can't, Pll go rail at all Man- 
kind, and wiſh my Friends at the Devil. 
| HILLARTO. 
By my Troth, a very pious Reſolution. 
ANTONTIO, | 
Why, what a Brute art thou: Well, fare you well. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


MarxcELLUs, Julio, FLlorinda, HILLARIO, and 
SHEPHERD. 


| | 3 
8 EE, Siſter, he's now alone; ſhall we accoſt him? 
| FLORIDA 
Ohl by all Means; but I've a Mind to attack him b 
firſt, therefore do you retire down that Walk, and leave 
me to manage him, 
FULITO, 
Are you not afraid, Siſter ? 
FLORIND 4. 
Not in the leaſt ; but, however, you may take care to 
keep. within Call, 
FUL IO. 
Well, you're a mad Wench.—But come, Hillario, let 4 
us give her her Humour for once. 
HILL ARTO. 
Aye, or we ſhall have the Devil to pay, I ſuppoſe. 
P | 
Waunds! Miſtreſs, have a Care how you provoke his 
Tongue. - 
HILL ARIO. 
Ah lack-a-day, Shepherd, if he has no better Weapon 
than that, Lord have Mercy upon him. — But come Sir, 
we hinder the Lady ; allons. Succeſs to you Madam. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 
FLORINDA, MaARCELLUS. 


FLORINDA. 


O! let me ſee, ſhall I begin firſt, or ſhall I wait, 
and ſee if he dares make the Attack? DP ll walk to- 
Wards him however. 
Lale towards. him, MangpLus riſer, and 
going out meets. her. 
MARCELLUS. 
Death, and Furies! a Woman in the Foreſt ! 
Turns, and is going out at the other Door, but flops, 
Yet hold, ſure ts ſome Phantom; I'm not us'd to fear, 
and will be ſatisfied. EO 
[FLORINDA- oe careleſsly by him finging, 
By Heaven a Woman, a very Woman; and, as I think, 
a fair one too; what can this mean? I'm wond”rous ill 
o' the ſudden ; my Limbs refuſe their Office, I muſt fit. 

* F 4 ORIND A. | 

Not yet? =: 

MARCELLUS. 

Hah! what am T doing ? I ſhall be kill'd with Noiſe; 
—ſhe looks ſtrangely impertinent; yet ſtay, perhaps ſhe 
cannot talk; as ſhe has been filent fo long, I have very 
good Reaſon to believe ſo; IL'iIl &en venture. 


: _ 


[Sits 


SCENE 


3 
2 
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SN 
MaxckLlLus, FLORIN DA, HILLARIO Aening. 


HILLAXIO. 


OW can't I, for the Life of me, reſiſt the Temp- 


tation; I long to ſee how Matters Yo between 
'em, I muſt have one Peep. | : 


FLORIN DA. | 8 

So! II find J muſt open the Scene at laſt. (Ade. 
Good Day to you, Sir ; what alone ? 

MARCELLU S$;-: 

So, I thought it wou'd come, but I Are it. (Aal) 5 


I was. 
| FLORINDA. | 

I faw it, and therefore come to keep you Company. 

MARCEL LVUS. | 


I thank you; but good 850 1 ny as lief ha been by 
myſelf. 


FLOR 1 N D A. 

Why ſo had I for that Matter; but for Faſhion's fake, 

I oblige myſelf now and then to _— = F 8 of a 
little Converſation. 

MAR CE L LUS. / 

Oh, your Servant, Madam; but for my Part, I muſt 

confeſs, I have not quite Complaifance enough to facri- 

fice my own private Satisfaction, to follow nn 

Faſhions, 


FL o. 


4 
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FLORIND A. 
Nor am I quite ill-natur*d enough, to force any thing 
upon a Perſon that's diſagreeable to them; therefore, Sir, 


with my Promiſe not to follow you. 
MARCELLUS. 

Methinks, Madam, as J had firſt poſſeſſion of the 

PIKE, 'twou'd be more juſt for you to quit it. 
FLORIN DA. 

Aye, but you know we Women are a ſtrange unrea- 
ſonable Sort of Creatures, and expect a little Deference 
to be ſhewn us on theſe Occaſions ; beſides, I find I have 
taken ſuch a Fancy to this Place, ever ſince you defir'd 
me to leave it, that I'm afraid you'll not eaſily perſwade 
me to quit it. 
MARCELLUS. 

Nay, as I have given you fair Warning, you can't 
take it amiſs if I ſhou'd continue with you, tho' my 
Company may be a little Hifagreeable. 

FLO R IND 4. 

Not in the leaſt, Sir; but in return for your Complai- 
fance ſhall acquaint you, that I am ſometimes troubled 
with a kind of Fits that make me a little diſagreable too. 
As for Inſtance, I ſhall run on upon Nothing by the 
Hour, talk of Love, War, Buſineſs, Running, Sighing, 
Writing, Fencing, Billet-doux, Darts, Flames, C upids, 
and I don't know what myſelf; then whip, I ſkip off to, 


Baſtions, Bulwarks, Parapets— 


HILL ARTIO. 
So! fo! fo! why ſhe has put him to his Trumps al- 


2 the poor Devil has not one Word to ſay for him- 
5 720. 


you have free Liberty to retire as ſoon as you pleaſe, 


your Mines and Countermines, Scarps, Counterſcarps, 


[Seems to continue talking. 


hand „ a © nA nf B39. 


ing 
Sir, 
ale, 


the 


CA» 
nee 
ave 


rd 


n't 


lai- 


led 


che 


And then for your Philoſophers, I can tell you all 
about them from Top to Bottom; your Plates, and 


your Cynicks, Stoicks, and Fythagorrans; I can count 


; » 
«+ N. 
. | 
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FLORIND A4. 


your Aenophons, your Socrates, and your Ariſiotle 3 


over all Ovid's Metamorphoſes, reckon up all Phay's 
Curioſities, know how many Feathers were in Dædalus's 
Wings, how many Turnings in the Cretan Labyrinth, 
how far Atalanta ran in a Minute. [Seems til! to talk, 
During the two laſt Specches of FLORIN Da, 
MaxcEllLus ſeems impatient, and endeavours 
to riſe, but is held down. by her; at laft be 
breaks from her, and riſes. 
MARCEELEST. 
Death! can I bear all this? No, *tis inpoſible 3 
going) yet ſtay. 
Theſe are Fits you fay. 
FLORIND A. 


Yes, Sir. 
MARCELLUS. 
And are yon often troubled with them? 
Lo £4 
Seldom without them, except when I'm aſleep. 
MARCELLUS. 
Then Charity obliges me to ſtay, perhaps you may 
want Aſſiſtance. 
FLORIND 4: 
Hum No, I'm generally beſt alone; 
; MALIRCEEZLLUS. 
Yau don't approve of my Company then? 
FLORIND 4. 


— 


F. MARCEL. 
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MARCELZLZLUS. | 
Then I muſt inform you, I have taken a Reſolution | 
to. be a continual Torment to your Sex, and am n 
to ſtay, if it be only to plague you. 
HILLAXIO. 
Aye do, Child; but I can give a ſhrewd Gueſs who'll 
come by the worſt of it. 
| FLORIND A. 
Nay, if you are for that Sport, e come ſit down, and 
begin as ſoon as you pleaſe. 
MARGETL L DS: 
ITI fit with all my Heart, but I hate talking. 
| [They fit. 
FLORIND A. In 
And I can't abide to hold my Tongue. 
» 
Pry*thee try to be ſilent for once, and let us be good 
Company. 


FLORIND A. 
I'm afraid; it may be dangerous. 
 MHMARCEALLUS. 
Yowre a Woman? | 
FLORIND A. 
I think ſo. 
MARCELLUS. 
And you Will talk ? 5 
FL ORIND A. 
J muſt. | 
M 4 R CEEZLLUS. 
Ten Crowns to one then you open with Scandal. 
"FLO KEND 4 | 
That I can't fail, when l have & not « Thi 
it before me. 


M4 R. 


on 


1'd 


Wi! 


nd 
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MAR CELL US. 
Why you dare not rail at me? 
F LO RI N D 4. 
I'll venture. 

| MARCELLUS. 

But you ſhou'd firſt conſider whether I deſerve it, and 
for what? 
| LO 

Oh ! that's done already, and according to the general 
Character I have heard of you: Beſides a little Skill I 


have in Phyſiognomy.-— I pronounce you to be as ho- 


neſt as a Lawyer, a City Tradeſman, or a Deer-ſtealer ; 


as generous as a Miſer, or an elder Brother to a poor 


Family; as charitable as an old gouty Abbot ; as re- 
ligious as a Dutch Sailor; as fincere as a Courtier ; as 
polite as a Hottentot ; as fober as a Sea Captain, or 
an Engliſb Foot Soldier; as humble and good-natur'd 
as a Footman to his Lord's Duns, or a Player to a 
poor Poet; as courageous as a Bull-fighting Spaniard; as. 


[Marcellus ri/es at the Beginning of the Speech, 


and walks about the Stage, Florinda follow- 


ing him. At the End he turns, and aps her 
Meth | 
MARCEL L US. 


Fold, hold; a 'Truce for Heaven's Sake; deliver 


me this once, and if I ever undertake to nail with a 


| Woman again 


HILLARTIOO. 
You'll be ſure to have the worſt End of the Argu- 
ment. 2 os: h 
FLORIND A. 
Look ye, Sir, *twas your own Fault, I told you 
wan oy" was to expats Heaven knows I wou d 


055 | 'F 2 MAR- 


- The Mo nDERN "NOW . 


MARCELLUS. 


2 Taki She's beginning again; thank Fortune here's 
Relief coming, or I ſhould certainly grow deſperate, and 


beat her, 


SCENE Xt 


Jo them Lords. 


3KLORD. 
OW's this? Marcellus with a Woman this is 
ſomewhat extraordinary, 
MARCELLUS. 
Gentlemen, you're welcome, 
it LORD. 
*Tis the firſt Time we ever were ſo, I believe, 
MARCELLUS. 

Perhaps ſo, but of two neceflary Evils, Pm for chuſing 
the leaſt. Pr'ythee lead me ſomewhere to avoid this 
Fury. | 
1 0D. 

Come then, the Duke is juſt going to Dinner, -and 
will be glad of your Company ;---will you attend us thi- 
ther ? ; 

| MARCELLUS. 

With all my Heart; Farewel Virtue. [To Florinda. 

FLORIND A. 

Adieu, Valour. 

MARCEL LUS returning. 

Hark ye, thou Devil in Petticoats, take notice, that all 
the Evening, from five, this Bank is my retiring Place; 

7 this 


re's 


8 
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this is the Seat of my Contemplations, and I claim it all 
to my. diſturb me not, as you value---- 
5  FLORINDA. 
What? 
5 RC ELI U S. 
I know not,---farewel.--- 
TL OR IND t 1 
Hark ye, thou Bear in Breeches ;---about a Quarter of 
a Mile from hence, Northward, lies a little Cottage, 
upon the Green before which I ſhall ſpend my Afternoon 
from two; come not there as you value. 
MARCELLUS. 


What? 
FLORIND A. 
Peace. | 
MARCELLUS. 


 Agreed.---Farewel.--- 


SCENE XI. 


FLORIN DA, HILLARIO apart. 

EIL LARIO. ; 

U M—a. good pretty new Faſhion Way of mak. 

ing Aſſignations this: Well, I have a ſtrange 

Notion this Affair won't end ſo ; *twas pretty well tought 
o' both Sides. 


_ SCENE 


The Monptan Receirt : 


SCENE XIII. 


To them MARCELLVUuS. 


FLORIN DA. 


H AT d'ye come back for ? 
MARCELLUS. 


Only to aſſure you, that J hate * Once more fare- 
wel. 


SCENE NV. 
 FLlokrinpa, HILLARIO apart. 
| HILL ARIO. 
WAS mighty civil of you, truly. 


FLORIND A. 


Ha, ha, ha. Well, — you may enter 
the Couſt's dear. 5 


SCENE 


re- 


T, 
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SCENE Xv. 
FrorinDa, Julio, HILLARIO. 


FUL 710. 


E LL Siſter, what Succeſs ? 
FLORINDA. g 

Is that a Queſtion, when you ſee I keep the Field? 
Oh! I made nothing of him. In ſhort, I manag'd him 
ſo, he did not know which Way to turn himſelf, 

JF UL 1 &:. 

Well, but what Uſe do you intend to make of your 

Conqueſt. hy 
FLORIND A. 

Oh, let me compleat it, and I warrant I find a Ufe 
for it. We have given each other a Challenge to meet 
again this Afternoon: If he don't come to mine, I'm re- 
ſolv*d not to miſs his; and when I come at him again 

| HILLARTO. 

Let you alone to manage him: Well, I find, after 
all, we are but Novices in theſe Affairs, for 

In vain our Skill and Courage we may boaſt, 
Set but a Woman to us, and we're laſt. 


End of the Second Act. 
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ACT 


ACT I. SCENE I 
The FOREST. 


Jor1o « with a Paper, followed "by FLORINDA, ad 
HILLARIO. 


1 
MAV, good Siſter, don't teize me ſo. 
FLORINDA. 
Nay, but good Brother, by your Leave, 
I muſt ſee it, and J will ſee it. | 


HILL ARIO. 6 
Aye, aye, come Sir, communicate, 


communicate. 


„ 
Well, hold then, and you ſhall hear it.---Mark, [reads.] 


Ceaſe, fond Youth, thy idle Strain, 
Thy Sighs, thy Sorrows all are vain ; 
Too well alas, my Fears divine, 
Camilla never can be mine. 


FLORINDA hoking at the Paper. 
Either my Eyes deceive me, or I ſee in plain legible 
Conn, C, A, M, I, L, L, A; what ſhould this mean? 


7. 


4 


and 


ve, 


te, 


le 
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FULTO. 


Leaves knows; either ſome Fairy has a Mind to ſport 
with us, or one who is ſo wretched as to bear my Name 
dwells fomewhere in the Foreft. | 

| FLORIND A hoking out. 

Hiſt Brother, keep your Poſt, I'll be with you in- 
ſtantly. 


OBI: n 


SCENE 1, 
June, Hibbario: 


 HILLARTO, 
OYTY toyty ! What's in the Wind now? But, 
pray Sir, where did you find this Paper ? 
0 
„Tas faſtened to yon Elm. 
| HILL ARIO. | 
Why 'tis a good portly Tree to look at, tis pity it 
ſhould yield ſuch bad Fruit. 
T-F 440; 
Peace: Here comes my Siſter, with another Paper. 


SCENE 
» 
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SCENE UI. 


To them FLORIN DA. 


PF i Sa do, 
EO _— 


FLORI N D þ 
AVE ye Gentlemen, fave ye, the Riddle's out at lat 
read that. [Giving a Paper, 


= 
— — 


Sa 


—_ — 


| FVincentio | 
| | JI. \ 
| Fincenti Is it poſh ble ? PE 
„ ND 4. 
Even ſo, Brother. | 
Ui. 
Where found you this Paper, Florinda 7 
P | 
When I left you, I ſaw a Man faſt'ning ſomething to 
yon Oak ; I thought at firſt Sight, he was not wholly a 
Stranger to me 3 and, upon a nearer View, who ſhou'd 
it be but young Vincentio, with his Arms acroſs, thus,-- 
and ſo melancholy I warrant ye. 
FULTO. 
Did you ſpeak to him ! 
FLORIND A. | 
No; at Sight of me he left the Paper, and turn'd 
this Way, as I thought.---I ran, and took the Paper 
down. I rad we ſhall ſee him preſently. 


© A fad & =*©+x2 
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1 4 RIO. 
And ſee where he comes. We'd beſt ſtand aſide a 
9 little, and ſce how he'll behave himſelf. 
FULT7T0. 
1 hope he'll not know us. 


FLORIND 4. 
I hope ſo too. 


SCENE IV. 
VINCENTI1O ; Jullo, FLozinDa, HILLARIO (apart. 


VINCENTIO. 


Pleaſures, which if we would give ourſelves Time to 
conſider rightly, we thould find it impoſſible e'er to at- 
tain ! 

FLORIND A. 

O' my Conſcience I think he's turn'd Philoſopher too : 
Look ſharp, Fulio, or you'll have your Lover quite 
ſpoil'd, I proteſt, © 

VINCENTIO. 
I'm no ſooner freed from the Tyranny of a cruel Bro- 
ther, but I am condemn'd to languiſh out a tedious Life 
beneath the Torments of a hopeleſs Love. Oh Camilla] 
why. was not I Prince of Liege, and thou Ernefto's Daugh- 


1 


OW precarious a Condition i is human Life! How - 
vainly do we promiſe ourſelves the Enjoyment of - 


ter; I then, perhaps, might have been happy; but as it 


8 3 
8 2 — of 
— = 
— . — - 
: 


— ES eo 


— — 
— — 


08 
mw — "= 
— — CeEon— - 


60 . The * Rexirr: 


rn think no more, leſt my Brain turn, and I grow 


mad with Love. 8 
1 II L AR Io. 1 
10 poor Vincentio, e he Bd wot Tong 


: him? 
FLORIND A. 
Vou had beſt ſpeak | to him Julio, and comfort him a 
little, or perhaps the poor Gentleman nay take it in his 
Tn, to lie down and die. 
FUL T0. 
For once ru take your Advice. Holla, Friend. 
| [To Vincentio, 
VYING E NTI 0. 


What wou'd you, Sir? 
FULT9. 
Pr' ythee what's o'Clock ? 
VINCENTTIO.. 

It had been properer, in my Opinion, to have aſk'd 
what 'Time of the Day; ; for I think you have no Clock 
in the Foreſt. | 

ki F UL 10. 
And is hw no Lover in the. Foreſt ? 
| KF INCENTTIO. 
What if there be? 
Urra 

Oh, your true Lover is an excellent Clock; he beats 
1 with his Sighs as natural as any. Larum in Europe, 
and ſerves as well to detect the lazy Foot of Time. 

FLORIND A. 
Come, Hillario, I ſee my Brother's engaged for one 
Hour at ieaft ; if you will, we'll take a Turn down this 
| Walk, left we interrupt him. | 
| ALL 
Wich all my Heart, Madam, III folloy you. 
SCENE 


TOW 
love 


m a 


his 


itio. 


d 
ock 


ats 
Ye, 


Or, a Cuxe for Love . 6x 


. 


VINCENT10, JuLlo. 


VINCENTIO. 
UT pr'ythee Youth why not the ſwift Foot of 
Time ? methinks, that Fad founded better. 
T'UL FO. 


Why aye, it might ſo with ſome People perhaps ; for 


Time, you muſt know, has different Paces with different 
Perſons ; there are ſome he walks with, others that he 
trots with ; with this Man he ambles, with that he gal- 
lops, and with another he ſtands ſtock:ſtill, 
JT 
A pretty Youth this; I'll have ſome Diſcourſe with 


bim. Pr'ythee, young Gentleman, who does time 


walk with ? 
THE £0 


Faith very few, I'm afraid ; but ſuch as are rich without 


Pride, and Ambition, poor without Knavery, and Diſcon- 
tent, wiſe without Frowardneſs, and gay without Laber- 
tiniſm, find his Pace ſo eaſy, that they cannot be per- 


421 he goes faſter than a Walk. 


VINCENT IO. 


That may be very true; but who does he trot with ? 


. 

With a Uſurer on his Death-Bed, and a youn Spend- 
thrift to the Expiration of a Bond ; both of them think 
he wave very unpleaſantly. 


1 22 — — 1 1 = = A p< Mes 
—  _—___ —_l— a. . 2 


| 62 The MopERN Receie © 


VINCENTIO. 


Well, and who does he gallop with ? 
FUL TO. 


wich a 2 Lover in his Miſtreſs's Arms, and a Thief to 


the Gallows ; for let him travel never ſo flow, he's at 
his Journey's End with them in a Moment. 
V INCENTIO. 
But pr'ythee Youth, who does he ſtand ſtill with? 
«SWELL: 

Oh! with every body almoſt : With a Maid be- 
tween the drawing up of her Marriage Articles and the 
Wedding-Day ; with a young Heir, whoſe Father lives 
after he's of Age; with a Poet between the Receipt of his 
Play and his Benefit Night; and a Lawyer in the Vaca- 


tion. 
INC E V 70 


There's ſomething ſo ſurpriſingly engaging in this 
Youth, I muſt be better acquainted with him. ¶ Aſſdt. 
Whoredboyts 1 in the Foreſt do you live, Voungſter? 

5 FULZTO. 
About a Quarter of a Mile hence Northward. 
VINCENTIO. 
: "0 you a Native of it? 
| FULTO, 
| Thave heard my Mother fay fo, Sir. 
| VINCENTTO.:-.. 

OO your Accent is a little finer than one would 

N28 in ſo deſart a Place. 
d 

T have been told ſo indeed. but I confeſs an old 
Uncle of mine that was a Courtier, and grew fond of 
Retirement, becauſe he was thown out of Favour, taught 


* * door Paulino mans | ſhall never for- | 
get 
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get him; he was the merrieſt, beſt - natured Crea- 
e ee and then he wou'd fo rail at 
the Vices of the Court, and the Vanities of this wicked 
World, that I proteſt he has given me many a comfortable 
Nap. in an Afternoon, when I could um for the 
Tooth-Ach all the Night before. Sometimes = | 
would touch upon Love too. 
YVINCENTIO. 
He underſtood it doubtleſs. 
FULTO.-: 
Aye marry, but too well; for while he was at Court, 
he happened to fall in Love with one of the Maids of 
Honour, who lighted him forſooth ; ahl it went to the 
very Heart of him. I have heard him. run on about 
a Fop, and an Opera, and an Aſſembly, and a Coach and 
Six, and a fine Coat; and I don't know what all, for an 
Hour together Well, thank Heaven that Pm no Wo- 
man; I wou'd not have all the Mifchiefs that he has 
charged that Sex with to anſwer for, for the beſt Face in 
Chrif / : & 53 8 


to 


FT1NCENMNTIO: = 
Do you remember any of the principal Faults be ae. 
euſed them with? | TY | 
5 'ULT0; 


Principal ! Death Sir! they were all Principats; ws 
were as like as theſe two Fellows: ¶ Hering her Handi. 
a Ev'ry one was biggeſt till another was brought to match 


it. 
F INCENTTO.: 


| Pr. ythee tell me ſome of the Generals then. 
d DTS TO; 
f is not my Cuſtom to throw away Phyfick where 1 
t there is no Occaſion for it; but there is ſomebody her-: 
5 Le that's continually: TINY the Trees with ſeratch- | 
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ing Names upon them ; and then he has hung ſuch a 

Parcel of Songs and Dittys up and down the Buſhes, that 

he has made a perfect Ballad-Shop of the Foreſt. Now 

if J could meet with that Fancy-monger, methinks I 

cou'd find in my Heart to give him alittle Advice, for 
he ſeems to be in a deſperate Condition. 
V INCENTIO. 

Suppoſe I were that Man, now what wou'd you fay to 

me ? 
XULEZD. | 
You! marry, Tm not to be caught ſo; you've none 
of the Marks upon you, that my Uncle taught me to 


know a Lover by. 
„IVS EVT Io. 


Marks ! pray what were they? 
FUL ITO. 
Oh! I have them under black and white, (Takes out 
a Pocket-Book.) Let me ſee Oh! here 
VINCENTIO | 
Well, examine me a little cloſer ; compare me with 
your Notes, and ſee what you'll think of me then, 
FT US £4. 
Never the better I'm afraid. But come Creadi.) 
Imprimis, a lean Cheek; you have it not. te, 
a hollow melancholy Eye ;—you have it not.— Item, a 


pale Countenance ;—you have it not.— Item, to muſe, 


and to ſigh, to talk to himſelf, and ſtart on a ſud- 
den as if juſt awakened ;---you do no ſuch Thing.--- /em, 
to have the Collar unbuttoned, the Wig without Powder, 
the Coat unduſted, the Stockings ungarter'd ; the 
YV'INCENTIO. 

Oh ! you're quite miſtaken Child ; it might be o in 
Days of Yore indeed, hut the Caſe is clean altered now : 
Tis a Lover' s Buſineſs to pleaſe ; and one of theſe Fel- 


lows. 
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lows you deſcribe, wt go no more down with a modern 
fine Lady, than a Play without Satire, or a Carnival 
without maſquing. The Lover that would ſucceed 
now-a-days, mult be a quite different -Sort of a Creature, 
a mere Petit Maitre, a Beau Gargon, In ſhort, he muſt 
fence, dance, ſing, drink, rake, wench, and dreſs, or 
he'll have no Share with the Ladies, take my Word for 
it. 


0911. 

Well, you ſhan't make me believe you're a Lover 
yet; nay, you have caſt yourſelf, for you agree as ill 
with your own Deſeription as you did with mine. 

V INCENTIO, | 

Faith! Pm ſorry, my Dear, Ihave ſo little Credit with 
you ; I wou'd fain make you believe I am in Love. 

THEO 

Me believe it! you may as ſoon make her you pre- 
tend to love confeſs ſhe believes it :--And let me tell you, 
you'll not find that very eaſy, as Sincerity goes now: 
But come, tell me ſincerely, are you the Man that-makes 
all theſe fine Sonnets upon this fame Camilla, and adorns 
the Trees with them in this Manner ? | 

FINCAENTED 

I fear to thee Youth, by the lilly Hand, ruby Lips, 
ſtarry Eyes, and heaving Breaſts of the lovely Camilla, 
that I am the He, the very, unfortu nate He. 

1 YO bd 10 

And are you really ſo much in Love as your Rhymes 

ſpeak you ? 


YV'INCENT FO. 
Oh! far beyond, neither Rhyme nor Reaſon is ſuffi- 
cient to v expects how deep I am in Love. « 


G3 Juin 
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a8: 0-4. 1 
well N out of pure Compaſſion, d'ye ſee, PU 05 
| my Endeavour to cure you ; follow my Advice, and I 
warrant. we effect it. 
VINCENT TIO. ; 
: Aye; but-ſuppoſe IL wou' d not be cured; Youth ? 
„ 

But J can't ſuppoſe ſo, nor I won't ſuppoſe ſo; and 
what then Sir? Death Sir, d'ye think I have had all 
my Experience for nothing? Shew me e'er a Lover in 
Chriſtendom, that wou'd not be cured: one Way or other, 
and PII ne'er wear Breeches again. 

VINCENTTIO. 

There is ſomething ſo ſurpriſingly agreeable in-this 
Youth's Converſation, I can't bear the Thoughts of 
leaving him. I'II &en trifle with him his own Way; it 
may at leaſt be an Amuſement for a melancholy Hour. 
(4fide.) Well Sir, I have conſidered on't, and am re- 
ſolved to obey you, begin your Inftrudtions as ſoon as 


you pleaſe. 
TU L 10. 

Why aye, this is as it ſhou'd be now; I knew you'd 
come too. Come then, ſtand up, and look in my Face-- 
nay, never. be baſhful, look boldly Man; well, d'ye 
think you ſhou'd know me again ? 

| Y'INCENTIO. 

Aye, tho' I were to meet you at an Aſſembly, or at 
Court on a Ball-Night, where moſt People appear as 
different from their natural ſelves, as a modern Beay 
from a human Creature, or a 1 2 Nun from a 
Virgin. 

„e 

Well then, you muſt remember wherever you ſee me, 

to 2 Love to me, and call me your Camilla. Not on- 


ly 


HH, a2 
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ly that, you muſt follow me to all Places, wait on me e- 


very Hour, figh, kneel at my Feet, preſs my Hands, 
ſwear, lye, rave, and die if you pleaſe ;: in ſhort, you 


muſt do every Thing as if I were your real Miſtreſs. 
I 
This is an odd Sort of a Remedy; but however, I'm 
determined to follow you. 
F: U-L # Or: 
Well, come on then; but remember I expect you to 
be very conſtant, and very punctual.: If once I cate 


you tripping 


V INCENT TIO. 
Fear not; but firſt let me know, where J may find you 
on Occaſion. 


F UL TO: 
Follow me, and I'll ſhew you, *tis not far. 
' VF TINCENTIO: 
Lead on Sir. | 5 rl 
| SF ZH & 40: >: + 
How! Sir! | fi 
V'INCENTIO. 
Gad ſo! Camilla I meant; I beg Pardon. 
s. 


Well, take care for the future. Come Sir, this 
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Maxceitus; HIILARAIO apart. 


— 


b HILL ARJTIO. | | 
| HAT a Plague ſhou'd Lord Marcellus want 
here now ?- I'll be hang'd if there be'nt ſome 
Miſchief o Foot- Oh this is the Place Lady Julia was to 
meet him in.---Well, I did not think he wou'd ha? come 
I muſt confeſs.--Poor Devil! how ſhe'll uſe him now ! 
But mum, let's hear what he has to ſay for himſelf ? 
MH RU Z L LUS. 

Whither am I going ?- What do I here ?---Is not this 
the Place, I expect to ſee a Woman in, and conſequently 
one, I ought to avoid, as I would a falſe Friend, or an 
Adder's Neſt ?---Well recolle&ed ;---I'll once more be 
Maſter of my Reaſon, and leave it before I ſee her: 


Vet, why ſhou'd I) What Danger is there in ſeeing 


- 


her? Iam out of the Power of any Miſchief, ſhe can de- 
ſign me:---I have truſted her with no Secrets ;---deny'd 
her no Favours, and am ſecure from her Revenge.---Sure- 
ly, Tm free from any Temptations, any Love-treps ſhe 
can lay in myWay.---Let me ſee, I think I may venture : 
Yet ſhe's a Woman what then ?---Why under that 


damn'd Word is comprehended every Thing to be avoided. 


Vet ſure ſne muſt be ſomething more than the reſt of her 
deteſted Sex. Some Being perhaps of a ſuperior Order: 
That gay Innocence, that noble Simplicity that appears 
an all her Actions confirm it: Vet hold; am not I pre- 


judiced | 


Thoughts of Danger in the Midſt of it. 
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judiced to her ?---But what ſhou'd prejudice me? I am 
no-Love-ſick, wiſhing Boy, to be inſnared by the alluring. 
Form of the deceiving Tempters.—It muſt be ſo.— Whar 
in the reſt of her Sex is no more than Impertinence and 
Affectation, in her is but a becoming Gaiety, the natu- 
ral Reſult of Innocence, Virtue, and good Nature. 
Shou'd Antonio and his Companions hear me reaſoning. 
thus, what wou'd they think ?---But what they will, I 
care not; it cannot be a Crime to plead the Cauſe of 
Virtue :---Yet, let me think a little :---Confuſfton ! more 
Objections !---I'll think no longer; but on, and loſe ths 


The ewiſeft Method Dangers to eſcheav. 
I to ate in at once, and boldly venture through, 


8 C EN E VII. 


_ HitLakto alle. „ þ 


A! ha! ha! an excellent Remedy well this 

was a moſt extraordinary Conflict. ] can't ſay 
but the Philoſopher argued very well; not but the Lover 
anſwered as well too. I muſt Aer him, and ſee One 
it will come to. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE VIII. 
FLorINDA fitting en A Bank before a Cottage. | di 


VE waited fo long for this Philoſopher of mine, 
that T almoſt begin to ſuſpect his Courage, and fear 
2 Diſappointment. Well, pray Heaven I an't in Love D 


with the Brute after all for I begin to find myſelf a little be 

upon -I don't know how: If ſo, I have jeſted to ſome 

Purpoſe :---If he ſhould not come now, I ſhould be 

ſtrangely vexed methinks :---But I wrong him; for ſee ” 

wages he comes, with a Pace, and Countenance as ſolemn e 
as Bawol's at a Funeral. Now I begin to find the Woman 


| very ſtrong in me; I muſt plague him alittle, tho I 


muſt confeſs it is ſomething barbarous ;--but we have it in 
our Natures, and I can't help it. | 


7 4 
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S EN IX. 


To her ds.” 


FLORINDA. 


8 O! Sir, I ſee you're not afraid of a Woman; or do 
you come to be troubleſome ?I thought I had warn' d 
you from this Place. 
MARCELLU 8. | 
FL O- 
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FLORIND A. 
Aye, I ſee you came ; but for what ? 
1 | MARCELLUS. 
Why 
FOR TND. 

Nay, come I know what you wou'd ſay now : You 
had forgot this was the Place, or you came to gather 
Simples, or. to read under the Shade of theſe Trees, or 
to fiſh, or to ſhoot, or to ſwim, or to walk, or to 
| MARCELLUS. 

Do any Thing but meet an impertinent Woman: 
Death! What a Coxcomb was I ?--- I cou'd expect no 
better. ( Af de. 

| FLOR I N D 4. 

Come what fignifies Diſſembling ? You're in Love, 
'tis plain, and come to ſee if you cou'd have Courage 
enough to tell me fa. 

MARC AZ U | 

So !--- But fince I have brought it upon myſelf, I 
muſt bear it out as well as I can. {/de.)--- Well then, 
to ſhew you how much you are miſtaken, I came to 
rail. | a. 
W FLORIN P. A. | 

Dear Sir, begin then; Scandal, you know, is the 
moſt agreeable 'Thing to a Woman. --- Well, if you did 
but know all my Acquaintance, that we might take 
em to pieces one after another, what a pleaſant Crea- 


ture you'd be l But come, begin with whom you 
pleaſe. 
| MARCELLUS. 
do You miſtake me ſtill; I do not Eight; in Scandal; 
nd I geaking Truth is all I pretend to. 
| FLORIND MN. 
8 Oh Ret Scandal of one's W is always 
0. Ra , 


true, 
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truę you know. Well come, ſay ſomething, or I pro- 


teſt I muſt leave you. al 
MARCE LLUS. © 
„The only Thing I cou'd wiſh.--- I am determitd C 
therefore to be ſilent. 
|  FLORINDA. 
Then J ſhall have all the Talk to myſelf, and th f 


| will be ſtill a Pleaſure. Well, fee how People may be 
miſtaken ; you have been repreſented to me as a meer t 
Brute, but I proteſt, I think you the moſt agreeable ü 
Creature alive. 
N U E-: 
Will neither talking, nor Silence rid me of your Com- f 


pany? 


'F L 0 RINDA. 
Rid you of my Company ?--- Well, you are please 0 
to put on your little diverting Humours ;--- but, pray, t 
I 


how come you to ſeek me ? 

| | MARCELLUS. — 

Why in ſhort, I came out of pure Compaſſion, to 

tell you ſome few of your Faults ; and firſt, that 1 

think you the moſt impertinent of your whole Sex; ] 

that now you're young, you're fit to be ſeduc'd by the 

Fleſh; and when you grow old, your Malice and III. 

rature will prepare you to be led away a7 the Devil. 

FLORIND 4. 0 

* me, Sir, you'd make an excellent Monk; what ; 

Pity * tis ſuch Talents ſhou'd be loft to the World! 1 


| Proteſt if I had any Intereſt at Court, Td put in for the 
next vacant Priory for you. 
| MARCELLU $. | 

I'm afraid, Madam, I'm. not qualified for the Office, 
for I thou'd hardly be Maſter enough of my 'Temper to 
talk calmly to a Set of impertinent —_— that 1 
al 


pro- 


om- 


Or, a Core for Love. 73 
all their Time at Church in regulating their own Dreſs, 
cenſuring that of others, and practiſing Curteſies and 
Compliments againft the next Ball- Night. 
FLORINDA. | 
Oh ! I warrant you, your Complaiſance for the La- 
dies would ſoon make you overlook theſe fa/bionable 
Faults ;---beſides, we ſhould have you in Love ſoon, and 
then you'd be as tame, and obliging, as a Poet behind 
the Scenes while his Play's rehearſing. 
MARX CELL US. 
I'd hang or drown myſelf ſooner, than be guilty of 
ſo much Folly. 
FLORIND A. | 
Why that wou'd be the moſt agreeable Thing you 
cou'd do ; What a Theme wou'd there be for the Wits 
to talk of ! We ſhou'd have diſmal Ditties, with terrible 
new Tunes, ſung up and down, on the Triumphs of Love, 
or the Downfal of a Philoſopher. 
MARCELLUS. 
Even that would be more tolerable, than Womens | 
Impertinence. 
FLORIND 4. | 
| I fee no Room for Hove yet; I have one Reſerve, 
Til try that upon him, and if it fail, twill then be time 
enough to deſpair. (Aſide.) But are you really that 
Woman-hater, you pretend to be ? ; 
e $65 5 
What have you ſeen in my Behaviour, that might 
give you Reaſon to doubt it? | 
FLORIND A 
What if I ſhou'd be in Love with you then. muſt 1 
een! ? 


> 4 K. 


77 The Monzesn Rec EIPT : 


MARCELLUS. 

Oh! cou'd I but ſee that; I might hope ome Re- 
venge for your Impertinence. 

„ FLORIND A. 

Heigh ho! I fear you have your Wiſh. 

MARCELLUS. 
Hey day! a new Tun of Folly a-broach: I ſee [ 
muſt be obliged to leave you in my own Defence. 
FLORIND £ 

Unhappy Fhrinda ! how well is all thy paſt Indiffe- 
rence repaid by him, who only cou'd inſpire thee with a 
Tenderneſs unfelt before I binimg- 

nes 

- Farewel Vet ſtay, if ſhe ſhowd be ſincere, I 
Hhou'd, methinks, be the happieſt of Mankind: But 
ſhe's ſtill -a Woman; — I'd beſt retire in time, for I 
am but—a Man, and cannot be always Maſter of my 
Paſſions, —" Tis reſolv'd. | [ Afpde, going, 

FLORINDA. 

1 like that Uncertainty, —it promiſes well; III puſh 
it further: But fee, he's going, I muſt be ſpeedy. 
LAſde.] Can you then leave me? cruel Marce/lus ! 

MARCELLUS. 

By Heaven, I'd not ſtay a Moment ny to purchaſe 

the rich Treaſures of the Indies. 
FLORINDA. 

Then go; and if it be poſſible for-ever. Un grateful 
Man! is this the Return for all my proffer'd 2 ? is 
it ſo poor to be thrown back with ſo much Diſregard ? 
Believe me, whatever I appear, I'm not beneath you, or 
in Birth, or Fortunes. Still cold. Oh ! I cou'd grow 
mad, and curſe thee :—But why do I talk thus ? ſcon 
ſhall know an end of all my Sorrows ; the —— 
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Hand of Death ſpreads quick o'er all my Senſes, and E 
ſhall foon be—nothing. 
| MARCELLUS. 
Confuſion ! how ſhe melts me! If I ſtay longer, I 
ſhall confeſs myſelf a Coxcomb ; I'Il try if I have Reſo- 
jution enough to leave her. [ Afide, and going · 
R 
Not yet; once more. LA lde. ] Stay Marcellus, and 


take one laſt Farewel; yet now it needs not, for all is 


done; and— Oh! [Pretends to faint. 
MARCELLUS running to her. 

Death and Tortures! What has my Folly done This 
can be no Counterfeit ; ſhe's gone, for-ever. gone. Stay 
Fair-one, and take me with thee ;--for I feel ſomething at 
my Heart that pants, and tells me I can ne'er ſurvive thee. 

FLORIND A ſeeming to revive. 

Why haſt thou wak'd me from the welcome Death ?-- 
Ungenerous Man ! too well I know, you but recall'd 
me to torment me more. 

 MARCELLUS. 

No, by Heaven; Live, live thou Angel, and all my 

future Life ſhall paſs in pleaſing thee. 
FLORIND A. | 

So, this is ſome Encouragement however. [Afide.] Is 

it poſlible ? ? and can you love me? 
MARCLLUS. 

Oh for- ever: No anxious Miſer ever doated more upon 
his hoarded Treaſures: No pious Saint &er pray'd to 
Heaven with half that Earneſtneſs, 11 worſhip thee with. 

FLORIND A farting up. 

Ha! ha! ha! I'm very glad ro hear it P11 aſſure you; 

It ſeems a Philoſopher can be in Love then, 
MARCELEAUS, 

Damnation ! have you fool'd me ? 

n FL O- 
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FLORIND A. 
Why thou conceited Coxcomb, thou Compound of 
Pride, ill Nature, and Affectation; what Charms in thy 
Mind, or Perſon cou'd furniſh thee with the Vanity to 
think I was in earneſt? 
MARCELL U 8. 

I always thought, and now am fatisfied, that you are 
like all your damn'd deluding Sex ;---a Devil :---Farewel. 
FLORINDA. 

Hark' ye, Lover of mine, methinks I wou'd fain have 
thee damn thyſelf a little farther---and do one Thing be- 

ore you quite forſake me. 
MARCELLUS. 

What is it ? Speak this — or I'm gone for- 
ever: What muſt I do? 
| FLORIND 4. 

Only ſwear you hate me. 

f 

With all my Heart; I hate en and thee abovs 

the reſt. Farewel. | 
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FLoRINDA alone, 
YE, aye, you may think ſo perhaps; but Ic can 
ſee farther into your Heart, than you imagine. I 
think I have you pretty faſt upon the Hook, and [ll not 
Joſe you for a little Care Ill promiſe you, tho' I muſt 
play with you a little: I think I've pretty good Encou- 
Tagement fo far; and | 
Who'd not purſue, when by ſuch Hope invited ? 
A Victory half gain d muſt ne er be  Jiighted. 


End of the Third Act. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
MaxczLrus and HILIARIO meeting. 


or- HILLAR IO: 

| ERA E L L. encounter'd, my Lord: I wanted 
to ask you a Sort of a * and was 
ſeeking you. 

MARCELLUS. 

A Queſtion of me Friend! Pr ythes 

what is it? 
HILLARTO. 

Nay, tis no great Matter of Buſineſs only as I was 
coming down the Foreſt this Morning, I obſerved you 
very familiar with the young Shepherdeſs Florinda: Now 
I wou'd be glad to have your Opinion of her 3 how * 


like her Sir ? 
A M 4 R CE EE V3 
I Like her ? 
pt EF ms 10. 
ſt Aye Sir. 
6 MARCELLUS. 


As well as the reſt of her Sex; ſhe's a Woman. 


HILL ARIO. 
Aye, one may gueſs that by a little Sort af a Qualifi- 


cation ſhe has communicated to you. | 
H 3 M A R. 
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MARCEALLGCUS,. 
Whats that ? 


7 


HILLARXIO. 

' Only the Art of Diſſembling, Sir Why did not! 
Tee you make Love to her with all the Tenderneſs of a 
Coxcomb of eighteen to his firſt Miſtreſs ? And after you 


parted, did not you fit down, and ſigh, and look as me- 


lancho!y as a Girl that has ſtaid paſt the canonical Hour 
o' the Day ſhe was to be married.---Come, come Sir, 


confeſs, confeſs. | 
5 MARCELLUS. 


You are merry Friend; but ſhou'd ſeaſon your Wit 
a Truth: I have other Reaſons for my Melancholy. 
AHILLARTO. 
And you really are not in Love with Flarinda? 
MARCELEUS. 
"Tis not in the Power of any Woman to give me a 
Moment's Uneaſineſs that Way; and leaſt I think in 


her 8. 
HILLARIO. 
Tm glad of it; for you muſt know I have ſome 
Thoughts of marrying her myſelf. 
MARCELLUS. 
How Sir? you marry Florinda ! 
_- HIALLARFTO.. 
Ay, tis ſo. [de.] Why not Sir? 
MARGCELLUS. 
Let me but know you dare to think of ſuch a Thing. 
No Sir, Pii have no more Procreation; the World's too 
full of Coxcombs already. 5 
HILL ARTO, 
| Tis certainly ſo:---Poor Devil !---How I begin to pi- 
ty hin now. L Alas. ] Well Sir, no Offence I hope ;— 
upon 
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upon my Soul Sir I only jeſted.— But pray Sir, ſince you: 


are not in Love, may I beg to know the Reaſon of your 


Melancholy? 
MARCEL L U 8. 
I love it better than laughing. 
HILLAXIO. | 
Aye, but Extreams in either are certainly ridiculous 3, 
and methinks you ſeem to indulge it rather too much. 
| MARCELLUS. 


Perhaps ſo Sir: But there are different Kinds and De- 


grees of Melancholy; now mine is not the Scholar's 
Melancholy, which is emulative, nor the Muſicians, 
which is fantaſtical; the Courtiers, which is proud; 
nor the Soldiers, which is ambitious; I am not 
politically dull with the Stateſman, nor nicely with the 
Ladies: In ſhort Sir, mine is a Melancholy of my own, 
extracted, like Honey by the Bees, from the various 
Objects of my Travels. — have ſeen the World, 
and the Contemplation of it has wrapp'd me up in this 
ſame humourous Sadneſs. 


HILLARTO: 
How ! a Traveller? nay then, I fear you've Reaſon 
to be ſad : You have ſold your own Lands perhaps to gain 
a Sight of other Men's ; and, in my Opinion, to ſee much 


and to have little, is to have rich Eyes and poor Hands, 


*tis the Prodigal's Curſe. 
| MARCELLUS. 

But I have gain'd Experience. 

HILL ARIO: 

And your Experience makes you fad : Believe me, I 
had rather have Folly and Ignorance to make me merry, 
than Experience to make me melancholy, eſpecially when 
I had travell'd for it. 

| M A R- 
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1 MARCELLUS. | | 
Well Friend, all Men were not born to be of one O- 
ous: Enjoy your Fancy, and I'Il adhere to mine. 
N 
Why there it is now; I never knew a Man in all my 
Life mend by being told of his Failings ; nay, he'll fre- 
quently grow worſe, merely throug!: Oppoſition, and to 
make the World believe he did not think himſelf on 
the wrong Side the Argument. 
M 4 R CELL U S. 


Why do you find F ault then ? 
V 
For Diſcourſe. If it were not for a little criticizing 
now, and then, a Man wou'd be at a Loſs to keep up the 
Spirit of a Converſation, 


MARCELLUS. 

But tis ill-natur'd to find Fault with no other Deſign 
than to promote a fooliſh Mirth ; and may be dangerous. 

HILE 1 $40: | 
Not at all Sir; for tho* I diſpleaſe one Perſon, I o- 
blige a great many; for there's no one, but is fond of 
hearing his Neighbour's Imperfections, tho? ever ſo im- 
patient at a Repetition of his own: Beſide, there are 
particular Ways of doing it ;—as for Inſtance,—] tell 
Co/melia ſhe has a fine Complexion,—ſhe takes it all for 
Goſpel, while the reſt of the Company know Pm rally- 
ing her on the long Streaks of Vermillion, and White 
Lead, that cover her Deformity.—Again, My Lord, fays 
J to a great Man, —a Man of your Lordſhip's Sincerity 
is a Miracle in an Age like this :—He anſwers me with 
a Bow,--and a Smile, far different from that of the reſt of 
the Company, who know him for one of the moſt de- 
ceitful Hypogrites about the Court,--In ſhort, Sir, my 
E | Method 
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Method of rallying is to praiſe a Man for a Virtue he par” 
ticularly wants; and with me a Cardinal is the moſt 
humble, a Lawyer the moſt honeſt, and a Soldier the 
moſt religious of all Mankind. 
MARCELLUS. 

But pr'ythee Friend, how can you reconcile this to your 

Conſcience ? 
HILL ARTITO. 


My Conſcience, Sir, is ſo good-natur'd, as never to give 
me the leaſt Uneaſineſs about it. Why Qui wult decipi,. de- 


tipiatur. If the World will be ſo fooliſh, as to ſwallow 
croſs Flatt'ry, let it: and if no one thinks the Fool's Cap 
fits him, why ſhould I make it appear that it does? L 
tell no Man directly he's a Fool, but am content with 
railing at the Groſs; and believe me Sir, in a general Sa- 
tire, no Man will have ſo bad an Opinion of himſelf, as 
to think his own Character particularly aim'd at. 
MARCELEUS. 

Well, Heaven ſend me far from a Place, where Flat 

tery, and Fraud are openly profeſs'd. 
| | HILL ARTIO. 

Let us ſee now which of us two upon Examination 

will prove moſt in the right? I for making myſelf merry 


with the Follies of the World, or you for continually 


fretting at them? Is not all the World mad ?--and will it 
not continue ſo in Spite of your Philoſophy ? Your Citi- 
zen's mad for truſting the Courtier with his Goods, and 
his Prentice with his Wife: Your Courtiers are mad for 
believing one another : The Lawyer's mad for ſelling his 
Soul for a Fee, which his Client's more mad for giving 
him: The Lover's as mad with Jealouſy, as his Miſtreſs 
is with Vanity; — And, in ſhort, a Madneſs of one Kind 


or other, is as natural to a Man, as tis for a Woman ta 
believe you when you praiſe her Beauty. 


M 4 R. 
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ARC EL LUS. 

1 think, Sir, you are acquainted with the World. 
VV 
„Aye Faith, I know enough to be tir'd of it, as well ag 
you :--I was Fool enough, upon my firſt coming into it, to 
fancy Deſert the only Way to Promotion, and fo ſet up 
for being very wiſe ;;---but I ſoon found there was little to 
be got that Way, and e' en turn'd Fool: Upon this I was 
immediately careſs'd by every Body, and loaded with 
Preferment, when there was no Danger of my being 
thought wiſer than my Patrons, and Aſſiſtants. 
MARCELLUS, 

It ſeems to me a Contradiction to ſuppoſe Folly a Re- 
commendation in a Man. 

HILL ARTO. 

Why I don't know how it may be in other Places, 
but in our Country I'm ſure he'll find himſelf damnably 
miſtaken, that thinks Merit any Step to Advancement. 

 MARCELLUS. 

That may poſſibly be owing to the Management of 
thoſe, who are at the Head of Affairs, who do not care to 
introduce a Man of Senſe, or a fine Genius, left he 
ſhou'd diſcover the Frauds in their Behaviour, or out- 
ſhine, and ſupplant them, | 

NAL. 

Doubtleſs Sir; and for that Reaſon 1 have always 
thought that People mult be bleſod, and ſuch there are 
tis faid even now, the happy Subjects of a neighbouring 
Monarch, who are under the Direction of a Miniſter, 
whoſe ſuperior Genius makes him deſpiſe ſuch Arts; who 
always pays a due Regard to Merit, and thinks it his 
greateſt Happineſs to have it in his Power to be ſervice- 
able to ſuch, as deſerve well of their Country. 


M 4 R. 
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MARCELLUS. 

Happy People !---And yet perhaps they taſte it not; 
for even Bleſſings cloy when in the Poſſeſſion of Wretches 
who know not how to prize them as they ought.—But 
pray Sir what makes you ſo inveterate againſt the Court? 
I thought you ſaid juſt now you belong'd to it. 

HILL ARTO. 


Oh, tis the Faſhion Sir; no one can be reckon'd a 


Man of Wit now, till he has thrown off Religion, and 
learn'd to rail at the Court, and the Clergy ; one for 
being too powerful, the other too rich, and too proud. 
But to be plain with you, Sir, I am but a ſecond-hand 
Sort of a Courtier at preſent, for I have loſt my Place, 
and am out of Favour, 

MARGCELLUS. 

Oh! your humble Servant Sir; if you had but given 
me that Reaſon firſt, I'd have excus'd you any other. 

| HITLLARNI O. 
But come, enough of 'Trifles.---Now Sir, if you are 
not ſo far gone as to be deaf to good Advice, and think 
the Man impertinent that gives it, I have ſomething to 
propoſe, which perhaps may be to your Advantage. 
MARCELLTU'S. 

Well Sir, begin then; I ſhall at leaſt indulge you a 
Hearing; —or do you wait for the uſual Symptoms of a 
Client ? 

HILL ARTO. 
No Sir, I ſhall for once break thro a Court Cuſtom, 
and give my Advice without a Fee. 
MARCELLUS. 
Perhaps it may be worth as little as you ask or it. 
HIL LAXI O. 

That's as it ſhall happen.---In ſhort, Sir, I fe your 
generous Temper, . and approve of it; and before 1 9 

cc 
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ceed ſhall give you a Mark of my Confidence, by truſt- 
ing you with a Secret, which is that I deſpiſe a Fool in my 


Heart as much, as you do; but finding that Fortune be- 


ſtow'd her Favours on none but thoſe, that leaſt deſery'd 
them, I aſſumed the Character I contemn ; my only Re- 
commendation was Flattery, railing at the Abſent, and 
careſſing the Preſent : This, Sir, was no ſmall Advantage 
to my Fortune, as well as my Reputation. 
T | 
Well Sir, all this you told me before: But what is it 
you wou'd propoſe to' me ? 
JJC 
What I wou'd tell you is this: The Lady you are 
in Love with--Nay, never ſtart, for J both ſee, and know 
it ; even your Manner of denying it juſt now, convinc'd 
me more fully of it--That Lady, I fay, is of a Birth, and 
Fortune, that may challenge the nobleſt Man in Germany. 
MARCELLUS. | 


I fear *tis in vain to deny it ;---ſure there is ſomething 


particular in Love, which diſtinguiſhes thoſe, that are 


troubled with it from other Men. [Aſide.] I muſt 


confeſs Sir--- 
HILL A RTO! 


Come never make Excuſes ; tis what we are all ſub- 
ject to, and no Man need be aſham'd of.---If you'll truſt 
to my Management, I'll order it ſo that your Conduct 
ſhall not be in the leaſt ſubject to Ridicule, and the 
whole Affair ſeem rather forc'd upon you, than of your 
own ſeeking. | 

| MARCELLUSS. 

Well Sir, I muſt acknowledge that I think that Lady 

has Beauty, and you Sincerity and good Nature; and if 


my Opinion of you increaſes in Proportion to what it has 
done already, I don't know but I may be weak enough 


* 
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to be reconcil'd to the World again :---But an Alteration 
too ſudden may not be altogether proper. 
HILL 4ARITO. 

I warrant we order Matters well enough for that; > 
when you ſee her again let her not perceive the leaſt 
Change in you, but receive her as you us'd to do. 
Oh ! ſhe's coming yonder with her Brother ; walk this 
Way with me, it may not be proper to venture on an En- 
counter yet, till you have conſider d your own Strength 
a little. | 

MARCELLUS. 
I will but take one Look, and follow you. 
„ 
Nay, if yowll not be rul'd, good by t'ye. 
MARCELLUS. 
Oh Woman ! Woman ! that it 


Lead on Sir. 


ſhou'd be in thy Power to effect ſuch Changes. How 

| has one Day's Love alter'd me! 
„ ESE TED \ 

For the better, I warrant you 


Come on. 


SCENE: 0, 


Julio, FrorinDa. 


W E LL Ccz, how do you find yourſelf now ? 


F & 6 4-15 
But fo fo, I muſt confeſs; I'm in a thouſand Fears left 
this Lover of mine ſhou'd not come, 


L FLO 
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FLORIND A. 

If he knew you to be his real Camilla, you might 
then be uneaſy at his Negle& ; but while you keep kim 
| Ignorant of that, and only meet him to fool away an 
 * Hour, if he does make a little Slip in Punctuality, 1 

think there's no great Harm in it. 
e 

Well, I muft keep up my Spirits as well I can, tho I 

own I am heartily tir'd of this Fooling. 
FLUORIND 2 

So is he, I'Il engage for him. Vonder he comes I 
fee 'H leave you together. Well, by Oye Coz—- 
P'll be with you again before your Love Scene's over. 

„ 

I ſhall expect you. 


SCENE III. 


V1NncENT1o, Jurio. 


H 
O Sir, you're a pretty Lover indeed, to make your 
Miſtreſs wait for you after this — 
V INCENTIO. 
Why, dear Camilla, I come within an Hour of my 
Promsſe. | 
5010. 
Break an Hour's Promiſe in Love !—— — He that will 
divide a Minute into a thouſand Parts, and break but the 
thouſandth Part of a Diviſion in Love Affairs, it wy 


«a .VH4 
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be ſaid of him that Cupid has clapp'd him o' th Shoulder, 


light but I'll warrant him Heart-whole. 
him +i” PINGCES NT 0: 
an Ipr'ythee pardon me this once. 
y, 1 - F-&:L 4 Q: | 

Nay, if you're 00 tardy, come no more in my Sight ; * 

I'd as lief be woo'd of a Snail. 

0 I -. FF#NOCENTTO. 

Of a Snail ! 

DER 

es I Aye, of a Snail ; for tho he comes ſtow, yet he brings 


— his Houſe on his Back, which I think is a better Jointure 
than you can make a Woman; beſides, he brings his. 
Deſtiny with him, 
- 0 INGENTIQ. 
What's that ? 
TAE 4&A Et. - 

Horns; whicht ſuch as you are fain to be beholden to 
your Wives for; but he comes arm'd in his Fortune, 1 * 
ſaves the good Woman the Scandal. 

Y'INCENTTIO. 
Virtue is no Horn-maker, and my Camilla is virtuous. 
7-04 1 

And I am your Camilla. 

| #.EINGENT EQ; 
* You will have me call you ſo. 
F ULTO. 
Well, leave fooling, and woo me then, for I'm in a 

* Holiday Humour, and like enough to conſent— Come, 

what wou' d You ſay to me if I were really your Ca- 
: milla? 
ill | „IVS ETO. 
he Iwou'd firſt ſalute you. 


de 93 | I 2 FULIO. 
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| | E440. 

. *Twere better Sir, in my Cute, to defer the Kiſs 
til you found yourſelf at a Loſs for Matter; you might 
then introduce it to fill up a Vacancy : I think when a 


' > Lover has ſpent all his Rhetorick, a Kiſs relieves him as 


genteelly, as a Cough does a Pleader when he does not 
know how to proceed in his Piſcourſe. 
DV INCENTIO. 
| What if the Kiſs bedenied? 
TE UL FO: 
It gives convenient Matter for Argument : 'The Lady 


muſt be intreated, and the Lover defend himſelf,—Gg 


to, what a Novice you are. 
VINCENTIO. 

No Man can ſurely be ſo dull to want for Matter on ſo 
fair a Theme, 

UL Fo. 

You "EM a much better Opinion of your Miftreſs's 
Perſon, than her Wit then, to think ſhe cou'd not ſoon 
put a Man, as deep in Love as you pretend to be, 
to a Loſs for Diſcourſe; Why you ſee you hardly 
know what to ſay to me, who only repreſent her. But 
come, let's try you once more; I ſpeak for her, and 
ſay Pi not have you. Ha | ha! ha! you're a pretty 
Fellow for a Lover A to be ſtruck mute at the firſt 
Denial——You ſhou'd rather have taken my Hand with 
a brisk Air, given it ten thouſand Kiſſes, and ſwore that 
this was the happieſt Minute of your Life, fince it had 


always been a Cuſtom in Love to read Women like He- 


brew, backwards Come, try again. I ſay, I hate 


ou. 
f V' INCENT 10. 
If 0 amilla were to ſay ſo, I ſhov'd die. 


FUL 10. 


55 T 
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. 

Lud! lud! lud! you're quite wrong I ſhon'd 
die Vou're one of the dulleſt Scholars Why d'ye 
think Camilla wou' d like you e'er a Bit the better for 
dying? no, no Child, the Ladies don't know what to do 
with a dead Lover, tis the living they have Occaſion: for 
Beſides, I hope you wou'd not go to bring up an ill Cuſ- 
tom : And pray when did.you ever hear of any body,that 
died for Love? Troilus got knock'd o'th* Head for peep- 
ing in at Diomede's Tent, when he was tranſacting ſome 
private Affairs; and I warrant you he died for Love: 
Poor Leander, as he was ſwimming in the Helleſpont in a 
fine Summer's Evening, was taken with the Cramp, and 
drown'd,. and yet he died for Love too I ſuppoſe; all your 
great Heroes died for Love: No, no Sir, 'tis true Men 
have dy'd in all Ages, but none of chem for Love, be- 
lieve me. 


| VING Z KS 4 0. | 
You are money Youth ;: but I wou'd not have my 
right Camilla o' this Mind for the World: —I'm ſure her 
Frown. wou'd kill me: | 


FULT 0. 
By this Light it wou'd not kill a Fly : But come, ſince 


you bear Adverſity ſo ill, let's ſee how good Fortune will 
fit upon you; as thus now ;——I will be your Camilla 
in a kinder ies engl and do juſt, as you wou'd have 
me. x 
; VINCENTTIO.. 
Then pr ythee love me. 
| UL 40 
Yes Faith will I, Faſt-Days, Lent, and all. 
 VINGCENTTI O. 


And will you have me? 
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FULTO. 
p Aye, and twenty ſuch. | E 
VINCENTIO. 251 
How! 
; 74 +30. 
Are not you good ? 
|  FVINCENTIO. 
I hope lo. 
3 . 


Go to; can one have too much of a good Thing? 
Well, but I'm to have you, you ſay ; and ſee here comes 
my Siſter opportunely to marry us. 


SCENE IV. 


To them FLORINDA, 


„5 
OM E Siſter, we have agreed upon the Matter, 
and you come very luckily to ſtand Prieſt for us. 
FLORIN DOA. 
I do not know the Words. 
| F+U LI0O. 
1 a brick, unmarried Girl, and not- know Ma- 
trimony by Heart! Oh wonderful !---But come, wel + in- 
ſtruct you. —Lord ! how dull the Thing is |; 
Thanks ? no Raptures ? % Vincentic 
- © F'INGE NT IO: x5 
No Faith! I know better Things, than all chat; L: 5 you 
know I'm to read Women backward my Dear. 
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FUEL FO 

Gad ſo! that's true; but that's only when they're in 
an ill Humour, or ſo ; but when a Woman conſents to- 
her own Advantage, you may be ſure that then at leaſt 
the ſpeaks Truth. 

V INCENTIO. 

Well, I always look'd upon Women as a Myſtery, - 
and as fuch have reverenc'd them. (A Horn ſounds. J © 
Hark, J am calPd ; my dear Camilla, I muſt leave you 
— for two Hours. 


* 2 


FUL FO. 
Alas! dear Love! I cannot lack thee two Hours. 
VINCENT TIO. 
I muſt now attend the Duke, who has receiv'd me in- 
to his Service 3 by two o'th” Clock I will be with you 
again. 


FULTO whinng. 
* go your Ways, go your Ways; I knew * you 
ou'd prove, my Friends told me as much, and I thought 
no no leſs ;---that flatt'ring Tongue of yours won me; tis 
but one Caſtaway, and ſo come Death. Two of the. 
er, Clock is your Hour you fay ? 
FINGENT 0 
Aye, my ſweet Camilla. 


. 
| Well, by my Troth, and in good Earneſt, and as T 
la- hope to be better, and by all the pretty Oaths, that are 
n- not dangerous, if you break one Jot of your Promiſe, or 
no come one Minnte behind your Hour, I will think you 
Io, 


the moſt pathetical Break-promiſe, the moſt hollow Lo- 
- ver, and the moſt unworthy of her, you call Camilla, 
ou that may. be choſen out of the groſs Band of the Unfaith- 
= ful ; therefore beware my Cenſure, and keep your Pro- 
miſe, 


7 IN 
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With no leſs Exactneſs, than if you were my real Ca. 
milla; till then adieu. 


+ & IF DALY (0 ” >9) GN 
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SCENE V. 
Jul o, FLORIN DAZ. 


X 0 LI. 
OW let that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that 
was begot of Thought, conceiv'd of Spleen, and 
born of Madneſs ; that blind, raſcally Boy, that abuſes e- 
very one's Eyes, becauſe his own are out ;. let him I fay, 
be-Judge how deep I am in Love: I tell thee Fhrinda I 
cannot live out of the Sight of Vincentio; I'll go find 2 
Shadow, and ſigh till he comes. 
FLORINDA. 
And Þ Ill go ſleep. | 


$0 KM. EXE 


To them HILLARIO. 


HILL ARIO. 
Fancy I ſhall find you better Employment, Lady of 
mine; for I have been doing ſuch 'Things--- 
FLORINDA. 
What Things Hillario? 
HILL ARFO. 

Why I have perſuaded your Philoſopher to be recon- 
cid to you--I ſuppoſe you'll have him with you quickly=- 
the poor Devil's over Head and Ears in Love, and 
has very civilly ſet me to pimp for his Lordſhip. 

„ | 
Why this is News indeed Hillaris ! 
HILL ARIO. : 
| Yowll find it true, III promiſe you; and ſo Lady Fu- 
lia, if you don't teize him a little, now you have him, 
fairly in your Power, —DP ll ſay you're no Woman. 
FLORINDA. 


Oh! never fear it, I like the Sport, and will about it 
inſtantly. | 


| HILL ARTO. 

Hark' ye, never ſpare him, you may play with him 
very ſafely, for I'll warrant him faſt enough upon the 
Hook :---And a---he'll begin a little rough at firſt I don't 
doubt; but don't be diſcourag d, tis all Policy, and — 2 
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little Time you'll find him as tame, and complying, as 

you wou'd wiſh. | | 
FLORIND A. 

I'm on Fire till I begin.---Adieu Brother. Buſineſs 


muſt not be neglected. 


S EN E VI. 
Jo rio, HIIIARIO. 


HILLARTO. 
A. Introduction to playing the Fool all one's Life- 
time, is very pretty Buſineſs truly - But how ſtand- 
airs with you Sir? When ſaw you your Lover lait? 


F UL TO: 
J parted' from him this Moment: Pr'ythee, Hillaris, 


what doſt think of him? may I venture to. believe he 
loves me ? 
EIL I 4 R 1 
Hum believe he may a little for the preſent---I 
won't anſwer for him ſome two Months hence, if you 
{hou'd chance to W within theſe ſix Weeks. 
FUL TO. 


Why, as you ſay, Marriage does alter People ſtrangely, 
eee but J muſt confeſs, I believe Vincentio will be 


conſtant Pm ſure, *twou'd break my Heart to find him 
otherwiſe. | 

HILL ARTO.. 
15 Why how unreaſonable that is now; wou'd you have 
2. Man feed upon one Diſh for- ever? | 


7 U. 
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as L709: 
Why n not? if it be wholeſome, and proper Food. 


p HILL AR IO. 
eſs. Now I'm of another Opinion, let him rove a little, 


and when he has ſurfeited himſelf abroad, he'll 8 to 
like is Home Fare the better. 
+4, TE £0: 0 

Well, you may ſay what you will, but I'm perſuaded 

ns will be conſtant. 
HILL ARTO. 

Yes, as a Child to one Plaything, be pleas'd with you 

for a Day, and then good bye t'ye Madam Wife. 


F U-L TO. 
If one were to mind you, one ſhou'd never marry. 
HILLARTO. 
ſe⸗ Why Faith, I'm for adviſing all my Friends for the 
nd beſt; but I ſee you're paſt Counſel, therefore ſpeed you 


together 1 ſay,---Soft a while, who comes here? 


-I 8 
ou 
To them a GENTLEMAN. 

55 IT GENTLEMAN 
be OOP Day eye Gentlemen, can you inform me 
m Where in the Purlieus of the Foreſt, ſtands 
| A Sheep-cote fenc'd around with Olive Trees? 

| IF UL TO. 
ye. The Weſtern Path along the neighbouring Bottom, 


| (The Rank of Ofiers by the murm'ring Stream | 
. | | Left 
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Left on the Right) will bring you to the Place; 
But at this Hour the Houſe doth keep itſelf. 
GENTLEM A N. 
If Credit may be given to Deſcription, 
= I then ſhou'd know you for the Owner of it ; 
Such Garments, and ſuch Years ; are you the Youth 
Vincentio calls in Sport his dear Camilla? 
- FULTIO. 
_ *Tis no great Boaſt I think to ſay I am. 
n 
That noble Gentleman commends him to you, 
And, (for unluckily detain'd) intreats you 
To hold him from his Word a while excus'd ; 
Mean Time, in Sign of his unſpotted Faith, 
He begs you to receive this bloody Handkerchief. 
6 [Grving a ry 
FUL T. | 
What muſt we underſtand by this I pray you ? ? 
"CGENTEEMAN. 
You may remember when he parted from you 
He left a Promiſe to return again 
Within two Hours; but pacing thro' the Foreſt 
In filent Thought, he threw his Eye aſide 
On a low Bank, beneath a reverend Oak, 
Moſs'd o'er with Age, and bald of dry Antiquity ; 
Where the good Duke in gentle Slumbers lay, 
While round his Neck a green, and gilded Snake, 
Had wreath'd itſelf, and ſwift in Threats approach'd 
The Op'ning of his Mouth; But ſuddenly 
Seeing Vincentio, it unlink'd itſelf, 
And with indented Glides did ſlip away 
Into a neighb'ring Buſh, beneath whoſe Shade 
A Lioneſs, with Udders all drawn dry, £ 
Lay couching, and with ſilent Watch obſery'd 


When 


1 if 
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When that the ſleeping Prince ſhou'd ſtir; for 5 
The royal Diſpoſition of that Beaſt 
To prey on nothing, that doth ſeem as dead. 
| FUL FO. 
Alas! my Fears! [Afide.] And did Vincentio leave him 
Food to the parch'd, and hungry Lioneſs ? 
GENTLEMAN. 
No, ſwift as Lightning on the Beaſt he flew, 
Which quickly fell before him. 
| F-US FO. | | 
Gen'rous Youth ! [Afides 
GENTLE MN AN. | 
The Duke 1th* Scuffle by the Noiſe awoke, 
And having thank'd him for the kind Deliv'ranee, 
Back to the Cave together they return'd: 
virf Vincentio, feeling an unuſual Pain, — 
| Here ſtripp'd himſelf, and found that from his Arm | 
The Lioneſs had torn ſome Fleſh away, 4 
Which being bar'd, in great Abundance bled ; 
With Loſs of Blood he fainted ; we recover'd him, 
And bandag'd up his Wound; when calling me, 
He ſent me hither, Stranger as I am, 
To tell the Tale, and give this Handkerchief, 
Stain'd with his Blood, to thee fair Youth. 
. | cs 
Ah me [Faints, 
HILL AS Ei0% 
Why how now! Fulio, ſweet Fulio. 
GENTLEMAN. 
Many will ſwoon when they do look on Blood, 
HILLARTO. 
There is no more init. Why Julio 
GENTLEMAN, 922 
Look | he recovers. [Julio recovers. 
K 
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F UL 0. 
w LEE Home! 
1 R 10. 
Well lead you hither. I pray you take him by the Arm. 
FULTO. ; 
Ha! ha! ha! Was not this well counterfeited ? Pray 
you tell Vincentio how I counterfeited. | 
GENTLEM AN. | 
'This was no Counterfeit, there is too great a Teſti- 
mony in your Complexion that it was a php in ear 


delt. 
79 LIM 
Counterfeit I aſſure you. 
HILLARTO. 


Come, you grow paler, -and paler; pray let us ge 
homewards; good Sir go with us. 
GENTLEMAN. 

That will I, for I muſt bear Anſwer 1 

How you excuſe my Friend. 
5 DIL 10. 

1 ſhall deviſe ſomething as we go on; but be ſure you 

commend my counterfeiting. 


Fay ED) FR a N fe 


SCENE & 


MarcELLUs alone. 


O! theſe are the Effects of being in Love; *sDeath! 


I cou'd almoſt kill myſelf for being ſuch a Cox- 
comb.—Who, that knew me a Fortnight ago, wou'd e- 
ver have thought of ſeeing me in this Condition? 
FU -2; adorn is it but an . * 


Or, a Conn for Love: 99 
what all the World has, at one Time or other, been 


troubled with as well as myſeli? 7 Well thought a- 
gain: Why ſhou'd I endeavour to curb a Paſſion, the 


Arm. our Heroes have with Pride indulg'd:—No, © 


5 


Let prat ling Pops the Poww'r of Love Aſeur, 


* PII pay a willing Homage to his Throne. 

WW hen Cexcombs diſapprove, and Fools deſpiſe... 
eſti Contempt augments the Value of the Prize ; 
er- This is the Point, which moſt our Virtue proves, 


And be alone is wiſe, who nobly hover, 


7 
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A C T. v. SCENE I. 


« Hittario, and ANTONIO meeting. 


HILL AKTIO. 
AVE you Sir, fave you. Pray can you ft. 
form me in what Part of the Foreſt I may 
4 75 find the old Duke of Liege? 
| ANTONIO, 

_ can I Sir: But may I beg to know your Buſi- 
neſs with him? 

HILLAXNIO. 

Faith! Sir, my Buſineſs is not very great with him: 
But my Time lies upon my Hands a little, and I wou'd 
recommend myſelf to his Service, that I he ſome- 
thing to do. 


__ANTONT0. * | 
Why, he's a baniſh'd Man; and ſurely you will not be 
fo.unpolite as to ſerve. one that's out ef Favour. 
HIT | 
Why, I own tis a little out of Faſhion ; but I have a 


Sort of a-Kind of a Fondneſs for Novelty in my Temper, 


that will not ſuffer me to be confin'd always to Rules: 


In ſhort, I was tir'd of doing nothing at Court, and re- 


ſolv'd to ſeek Employment ſomewhere elſe ; and hearing 
his Highneſs was here, I thought I cou'd not-exerciſe my 
Talents for a more worthy Maſter, 

X- ws * | | * : 4 N > & Os. 


ws win, o+ wn, o* 
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may 
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ANTONIO. 
By the Gentleman's Stile and Familiarity,” I 8 


take him for a modern Conveniency, called a Pimp. If 
ſo, I believe he had beſt have ſtaid where he was, for 


they are in very little Uſe any where elſe. \ 4fidr.] Tis 

ſomething far methinks to travel for a Service==þut PH. 

introduce you to his Highneſs immediately. 
HILLARTO: 


Sir, I'm oblig*d to you; perhaps I may be of Service : 


to him, at leaſt if Courtiers can be fo, for ſuch I have been 
in all its Branches, and can give Teſtimonials no oO * 
think, will diſpute. 
ANTONTIO. 

Pray Sir, what are they? Will you favour me wits & 

Recital of them? | 
HILLARTO. | . 

Why, in the firſt Place, I never kept a Promiſe, ur 

told a Woman Truth in my Life; I have betray'd my 


Friend, and (if he was above me) cring'd to my Enemy: 


I have rail'd at the Prime Miniſter, had five or fix Quar- 

rels, and never ſought one: Lain with a Maid of Ho- 

nour; had five Coaches ſeiz'd, and ruin'd three Taylors. 
| INTO NAV. 

Hat ha! ha! good Sir, enough: After this, no Man 
will dare to queſtion your. Politeneſs, I warrant /you : 
But methinks you had ill Luck Sir, not to have. one 
Battle for all your Quarrels. 

HIEZE 4 R: FO: | 

Oh! we Courtiers you know are the moſt peaceable 
Creatures living; tho', Pox on't, I had a damin'd. 
narrow Scape one Time. 

ANT ONES. 

How was that, pray Sir? 

HILLARTO: 


3 W 7 I'told a hot-headed young Lord, that was 5 Juſt 


K 3 come 


1 


0 
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come from making the Tour of 7aly, and full of roman- 
tic Notions, that his Miſtreſs had as little Beauty, as he 
had Manners. He made mea ſmart Reply, and we ſtood 
diſputing ſome Time; and, in ſhort, it came to a 
* Quarrel: But juſt in the Nick, as Fortune 

wou'd have it, comes by three, or four of our Acquain- 
3 upon this I drew, and made two, or three Paſſes 
at him, which he parry'd very dextrouſly ; Our Friends 
immediately parted us, carried us to the Tavern, where | 
we drown'd all Animoſities.in a reconciling Bottle, got 
ſociably drunk together, and parted better Friends than 


ever. 
ANTONIO. 


A very pretty Adventure, upon my Word Sir: But 
come, tho' I have been a Courtier too, you ſhall fee I 
can break thro' Rules, and keep a Promiſe ; this Way, 
Sir, leads to the Duke's Cave. 

HILLARFTFO. 

Oh the irreſiſtable Charms of a new Acquaintance 
if I had known his Lordſhip a Month, I ſuppoſe I might 
have waited long enough before he'd have troubled him- 
ſelf about me. [ 4/ide. 


SCENE II. 


MaxcELTLus followed by FLORIND A, 


VV»'ffbtß 

ND you will ſtill follow me? 
FLORIND A. | 
Tm refolv'd I will; I will haunt you worſe, than a 
breaking Tradeſman does his Debtors 3 be a 2 
ague 


nan- 


as he 


ſtood 
to a 
tune 
uain- 
aſſez 
tends 
here 
got 
than 


But 
ee [ 
Yay, 


ter 
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Plague to you, than a Bailiff is to a Poet; and, in ſhort, 
never leave teizing you till I have tir'd myſelf. 
MARCELELUS. 
Heaven forbid ! for then I ſhall never be at Liberty 
again. | 
FLORINDA.. 

Why, pray, have you not affronted me in a moſt ſcan... 
dalous Manner? impiouſly made Love to me, and au- 
daciouſly ask*d me to love you again? 

MAR CE LL US. 

I plead guilty ; I have been a Coxcomb, and am 80 
ly puniſh'd for believing any Woman. worthy of a Mo- 
ment's Regard. 

V 

If then you own the Puniſhment is juſt, why do you 

blame me for inflifting it ? 
MARCELLUS. 

Becauſe I think you rather too rigorous : I muſt con- 
fels, that in my Opinion, to be tormented one Hour witlr: 
a Woman's Impertinence, exceeds Hanging, Shooting, 
Racking, or all thoſe trifling Deaths ; and, in ſhort; is 
Puniſhment too great for any Crime, a Man can Pry 


be guilty of. 
| FLORIND A. 

Lord ! if you make ſuch a Work about this, what 
wou'd you have ſaid to the Penance, I fliou'd have laid on 
you in caſe you had neglected, inſtead of making Love 
to me? For however diſagreeable a Man's Addreſſes are 
to us, they cannot poſſibly be ſo ſhocking, as not to be 


: LEN Notice of at all. 


MARCELLUS. 
I it had been one Degree worſe, I'm ſure I cou'd not 
have borne it ; but muſt have apply'd to ſome friendly 


Dagger, Stream, or Piſtol for Relief. | 
mw ; * FL O. 


* 
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| FLORINDA. 
Hum II cou'd almoſt find in my Heart to put 
you to the Trial: I ſhou'd certainly be a moſt intolerable 


Plague to you, but that I begin to find myſelf tir'd of 
'? mailing at you. 


MARCELLUS. 
So to your Cloſet for Heaven's Sake, pray; EE) pre- 
Pare yourſelf, you cannot have long to live. 
FLORIND A. 
Long enough yet I hope to give you a Surfeit of the 
World before I quit it. 
MARCEL L US. 

And that. perhaps may not be very long ; for I ſhall 
have a ſtrange Propenſity to. retire from. it the Moment, 
you begin to renew my Torments. 

| FLORIND £ 
Faith! pr'ythee do, I have never yet been ſo happy 
as to have any body die for me. 
MARCELLUS. 
You d tell the World perhaps it was for Love. 
FLORTND. 4. 

Doubtleſs, and wou'd not fear being believ'd; my 
own Merit, and a Knowledge of your natural good N Na- 
ture, wou'd gain me Credit any where. 

MARCELLUS. 
Now you have ruin'd all again; I don't know what [ 
might have done before, but that Thought has determin'd 
me not to offer ſo great a Sacrifice to your Vanity. 
FLORIND 4 


Oh! you're glad of any Excuſe to come off of ſuch a 


Bargain, I ſee, as well as the reſt of your Sex: I never 
knew a Man hold in a dying Humour long enough to be 
furniſh'd with the Means of making a handſome Exit. 


MAR- 


m 
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MARCELLUS. 

Come, Truce a Moment, with your Severities: I 
have a Propoſal to make you, which is juſt come into 
my Head ; will you for once be ſerious, and hear it? 

PLORIND A. 


With all my Heart ; what is it ? 
MA RCEEEUT 


"Tis this; fince we are both ſo well qualified for Sa- 


tire, methinks *tis as bad as loſing our Talents, to throw 
them away on one another ; what ſay you then to draw- 
ing up Articles, ſigning a Peace, and j Joining our — 
to ridicule all the reſt of the World ? 
F LO RINA. 
What, the Courtier, I ſuppoſe, for breaking his Proc 


miſe, and never paying his Debts. 


N 


Aye; and the Lawyer for being a Knave o' both Sides, 
and engaging two honeſt Gentlemen in a Quarrel, that he 


may win them both, and live upon the Spoils. 
FLORIN DA. 


The Rake for railing at Religion, and ſetting up for 
an Atheiſt againſt his Conſcience, till he's afraid to go 
into a Room without Company, or lie alone all his Life- 


time, 
MARCELLUS. 


The Tradeſman for ſwearing to. falſe Weights, and 
ſcanty Meaſures. : 
FLORIND A. 

And the Buyer forbeing ſo fooliſh, as to believe him. 

MARCELLUS. 

His Wife for ſeducing the handſome Prentice, and 

betraying him for Non-compliance. | 


FL 
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FLORIND A. | 
And half the Fops in Town, for buying up old Fans, 
: Gloves, Necklaces, Ribbons, Garters, c. and ſhew: 
ing them as Tokens from their ſeveral Miſtreſſes: For 
writing falſe Letters, boaſting of Favours from Women, 


they have never ſeen, and ruining the poor Girls Repu- ca 
tations to raiſe their own. 


MARCELLUS. 
| Pox! you ſhou d have laid that to the Ladies; for 
they have it ſo much in Uſe amongſt them, that. the 
Men are heartily aſham'd on't. 
FLORIND £42. 
Well, no Matter for that ; all this, and a great deal 


more, I know you wou'd ſay, perhaps juſtly too: But do 
not think, becauſe I have let you alone to ſatisfy my 


Temper a little, that I have done with you; therefore 
Prepare, for 1 am now going to return from my Di- 


83 
MARCELLU 8. | 

For Heaven's Sake, is there no Way of appeaſing you? 

no Hopes of Peace ? . 
P 

Hum. Let me ſee Ves, there is one Way to 
pleaſe me One Thing: — But I know youll not 
comply with it. 


MARCELLUS. 
Whate'er it is, but name it, and believe it done,” 
FLORIND A. 
Marry me. 
| MARCELLUS. 
Are you mad ? | 
| | FLORIND A. 
I In what ? you complain'd. of a Diſeaſe, I have of. 
fer'd you a Remedy. 


M A R. 
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ARC ELL US. 
Yes, ſuch a one, as it were to throw a Man in a raging 
Fever, into a Furnace to cool him. 
FLORINTD 24. 


Well, conſider ont ; for upon theſe Conditions alone 
can I ever be reconcil'd to you. 


© 
SCENE III. 

deal 

t do To them HiLLarto. 

my 

fore | HILLARTO. 

Di- YE, aye; what's that? lets hear; what's that, 

that's to reconcile you ? 
| FLORIND A. 

ou? Why, I have made him a very fair Propoſal Hillarioz | 
I have offer'd to forget, and obliterate all Injuries what- « 
ever, offer d me to the Time preſent, and proceed from #F- 

to henceforth on an entire new Foundation, only on Condich ö 

not tion that he Il—marry me. 


*. HILLARTIO. 
Oh! very fair, very fair; ——Take her Man, 1 
her ; $ D CRY pretty Offer in my Opinion. 
MARCELLUS. 


Yes, to me, I muſt confeſs, who am a profeſs d Ene- 
my to Impertinence, and by Conſequence to Women,— 
Beſides, ſhe has openly declar'd ſhe hates me. 
of. HILL ARTO. 
5 Well Sir, and what then ?—I hope you wou'd not 
have a Woman of Quality lie under the Scandal of lov- 


ing her Husband. NAR 
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MARCELLUS. 
Why that's true, as you ſay ; but after all, Marriage i, 


1 a Leap, I am almoſt afraid to venture at on any Condi 


tions. 
HILLARIO. 


. P'ſhaw, never fear Man, there are Cords enough in 


the Kingdom if you ſhou'd repent; why—'tis but a 


right Application, and J warrant you, one Knot unties 


t — 


* - '-» FLO R-IND A. 


Well Sir, here's my Hand ; what ſay you? have you 


Courage enough to join yours to it, in Sign of A- 


ment? 
2 MA R CE L L US. h 

I don't know how far a Frolick may carry me ;—but 
no Signing Lady, before we ſettle the Preliminaries. 

- 1M © £ A-R-T©; 

Which, as in all Probability they will not be very 
conciſe, it will not be amiſs I believe, if we retire to yon 
Bank for the better Convenience of Agreement. 

FLORINDA. 

With all my Heart; come on Sir: Hillaris, do you 

bring up the Rear. 


o 


f * 
S's wt 
: 0 
_ 2 
* " 


SCENE IV. 


JuL1o atone. 


| „ 

Wonder Vincentio does not come ;- I'm almoſt a- 

fraid his Wound is worſe, than it was repreſented:. 
or if he ſhou'd be e' en ſuch a Man, as my Couſin thinks 
now. Well, I'm in a thouſand Fears I * but 
ſee he comes to rid me of them all. 


De 
CE 7 D 


* : 7 {4 D 
1e e 


SCENE v. 
JuLi0,-VINCENT1O, 


FU L490 
O Sir, you're come at laſt ; you're a mighty pretty 
Gentleman truly. | | | 
V INCENTIO. 
My deareſt Camilla— 
T U-£ 0 
Nay, no Come-offs ; better let Things ſtand, as they 
are, than make them worſe with a bad Excuſe : Pray did 


the Gentleman tell you how prettily I counterfeited 


ſwooning, when he told me of your Wound? : 


CHLOE 


: 6 p 4 — E 
— —— AAR AT Oo 
5 
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Y INCENTI0. 


Aye ; but I have heard greater Wonders, * all chat; ; 
Your Siſter is going to be married to Lord Marcellus. | 


. 
Married! : 
| FINCENT IO. 
Aye. 
FH £E £740. 


And to Marcellus ? impoſlible ! 
YINCENTIO. 

No Faith; I met them juſt now with Hillario, going 
to borrow the Duke's Chaplain ; for they're willing, it 
ſeems, to ſecure one another while they are in the Hu- 
mour. . 

| F474 £ ©. 

Well, ſpeed them together I ſay ; tho? I think they 
might have had the Manners to have invited us to the 
Wedding. 

VINCENTIO. 

I think fo too; tho' I muſt own, to be a Witneſs of the 
Happineſs of another, wou'd but increaſe my Torments : 
Oh! Camilla | 

F UL TO. 
Hey day ! what going into your Deſperadoes again ? 
It ſeems I can ſerve your Turn no longer then. 
VINCENTTIO. 
Youth, I can live no longer by thinking. 
FULTIO9. 

Nor will I increaſe your Misfortunes by longer tri- 
fling with you ;»——I know you a Gentleman, and be- 
lieve you honeſt ; I am acquainted with your Life, and 
am no Stranger to your deareſt Secrets. am, Thanks 
to my Uncle, a —— — more 

Service 
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| Service to you, than you imagine; therefore, if you love 
hat; Camilla, as you ſay you'll meet me preſently at the 

. Duke's Cave; I am acquainted with all her Fortunes, 
and know where ſhe is at this Inſtant, I know ſhe loves 
you too; and if I then find that you deſerve her, I dare 
promiſe ſhe ſhall be yours. 

VINCENTIO. 
Away, you trifle Boy. 
FULTO. 

By =y Life I do not; but try me, and condemn me 

Ing if I fail. 

it | VINCENTIO. 

Ju- Tho' my Reaſon forbids.me to credit ſuch fond Tales, 
yet there is ſomething ſo extraordinary in this, ſome- 
what, that touches me ſo nearly, that I am determined 

hey to ſee the Event. [4/ide.] Youth, I'll meet thee there. 

the 3 F Bare | 
"Tis well, go you directly; I'll but in, and make a 
few neceſſary Preparations for the Ceremony, and follow 


n? *" 
Jour LIO A „ 9 

Ti- | 

be- AM now on the very Criſis of my Fortune, and on 

nd a fingle Breath depends my future Happineſs, or Mi- 

Ks ſery: What have I done? have engag d my. 


Te ſelf t to Vincentio without the Knowledge of my royal Fa- 
ce 8 L 2 ther; 
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ther; — may he not then diſapprove of it? Oh no, he is 
ſo good, it were a Crime to doubt his Gentleneſs: Be- 
fides, Ernefto's Services, and his own Life ſo lately by 
Vincentio ſav'd, are Arguments too ſtrong to be denijed.— 
L. et me yet conſider a little; - but I have gone too far to 
think of a Retreat. 


7. boldly riſque my Fate; ſuch they be, 
My Crimes, Almighty Love, I owe to thee ; 

Do thou then kindly my Endeawours bleſs, 
Plead thou my Cauſe, and DUI not fear Succeſs. 


SCENE VIL 


Dukk, VincExnTio, ANTONIO, and Lokps. 


— „ | 
O U tell me Miracles indeed Vincentio: That this 
. Youth ſhou'd promiſe Things ſo ſtrange, nay, al- 
moſt beyond the Reach of Poſlibility, excites my Wonder 
more, than my Belief. 


FINCENTIO. 
As I do live, moſt honour'd Sir, tis true; I muſt con- 
feſs J have as little Credit in ſuch Stories as your High- 
neſs; but there is ſomething ſo extraordinary in the 
Vouth, that when your Highneſs ſees him, your Prejudice 
will fall away inſenſibly, and you will find yourſelf ob- 
lig'd to liſten to him. : | 


DUKE. 


he is Or, a CuRE for Lovr, 113 


” DUKE. 
4 * J doubt tis ſome Device; he dare not meet you. 
- VINCENTTO. 


If he lives, I do not fear his coming. - 
| DU XE. 
Well, fit you down, and once more reſt aſſur'd I hold 
that Hour the happieſt of my Life that brought you to 
the Foreft. 


FINCENTTIO. 

And believe me Sir, I have more Pleaſure to ſerve 
you in this moſt humble State, than in the Court of 
haughty Ferdinand. : 

: DUKE: | 

I thank you; thy Father was a noble, honeſt Man, 
and one I lov'd, and honour'd ; I rejoice to find he Has 
a Son ſo worthy. 

FIN CENTSTS 

My Lord, the Youth is here. 


SCENE VR 


To them JUL10. 


AU 
O Sir, you are in Readineſs I ſee: ¶ Zo Vincentio. 
My Lord, I beg Pardon for this Intruſion ; but 
you'll have too near an Int'reſt in what I am to perform, 
not to excuſe it. | [7 the Duke. 
| 3 

O' my Word Vincentio you prophecy*d; I ne'er can be 
L3 an 


- 
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an Enemy to that Youth. [ Aſade to Vincentio.] But To 
come young Sir, you come not here to talk, proceed to Ido 
Buſineſs, and produce my Daughter. [To Julio. 
7 2 | . | 
Iwill my Lord; but firſt muſt have your royal Pro- 
mile ſhe ſhall, when found, have Liberty to give herſelf, 
to whom her Heart directs. | An 
. 
I do agree. 
# #4. 4-0 


You'll remember our Articles, Sir- 
[Ale to Vincentio. 

Y INCENT 49. 

I warrant you. [H/ade to her. 
| 7 UL 4 ©: 

"Tis well. vou firſt, Sir, ſhou'd be ſatisfied, then 
turn, and view in me your long loſt Daughter, your 
once lov'd Camilla. [Diſcovers herſelf to the * 

D U K E, 
Tis ſhe, tis my Camilla; riſe my Child, 
And bleſs thy Father's long deſpairing Arms: 
Bleſt be the Powers, that have reſtor'd thee to me, 
And in a Moment kindly over-paid 
All my paſt Vears of Sorrow. Oh my Child! 
How cow'dft thou ſcape thy cruel Uncle's Rage ? 
For well I know not ev'n thy Youth, and Innocence 
Cou'd ſhield thee from his Fury. 


C A. 
Of chis my Lord, 
And whatſoever elſe your Grace wou d know 
Hereafter be my Buſineſs to inform you; 
But now permit me, as my Word's engag' d, 


Tis enough. 


. 
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To ſatisfy this Gentleman; for which 
] do remind you of your gracious Promiſe. 
DUKE. 
I do agree to all. 1 
_ CAM IL L 4. | 
Thus then I claim it, 
And rom: this Moment call Yincentio Lord. 
. 
By Heaven I'd not have wiſl'd a fairer Choice: 
What ſay ſt chou! ? Art thou willing to receive her? * 
[To Vincentia; 
VING 2 NTIO. 
As Heaven's greateſt Bleſſing. 
DU XK E. 
Then take her, and be happy. [Giving him ber Hand, 
ANTONIO. 
I think we are going to have another Flood ; for 
Couples ſeem to flock in hither as to the Ark ; a ſecond 
Pair already, and, if I miſtake not, one of them, | iS 


| Call'd Marcellus. 


DUKE. 
Marcellus! ſure tis impoſſible, 
CIATED L£. 
'Tis even ſo my Lord; the other you ſhall know here- 
after; but I beg you for a while ſuſpend your Curio- 
ſity. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX, 
To them MaRcELLUS, FLoRINDA, and HILLARIO. 


D U K F. 
4 RCELLUS, you are welcome, I ou you 
Joy. 
VINCE NTTIO, CAMILLA. 
Joy, Joy, my Lord. 
MARCELLUS. a 
Pox ! how fooliſh this makes a Man look now. 
You are miſtaken Gentlemen, we only come to beg a 
Favour of his Highneſs. | 
D KE. 
I'm glad you have put it in my Power to oblige you; 


What is it? 
MAR CELL US. | 

*Tis Faith I can't ſpeak it; may I never taſte 
Peace if the Words do not ſtick in my Throat: P'rythee 
tell him Friend. [To Hillario. 

—_ RP. 

Well then, in ſhort Sir, this Lord Marcellus, and this 
Madam Florinda, having taken a very pious Reſolution, 
to plague one another as long as they both ſhall live, 
humbly beg your Highneſs's Leave to marry, that they 

may do it with the more Authority. 
| DU X E- 

Ha ! ha! ha! they have mine with all my Heart: 
But here's a young Gentleman pretends to have a Sort of 
an 


— 


Ou 


my Fault, if Iam oblig'd to obey him. 


| an 
7 


Or, a Cunz for Love. 117 


an Intereſt in the Lady: What ſay you Sir? Are you 

willing to reſign her to Lord Marcellus? [Jo Camilla. 
CAMILL A. 

Are you willing to receive her? [To Marcellus, 
MARCELLUS. 

Aye, — No. I believe ſo—Pox on't, 
what am I going to do ? 

FLORIND 4. 

Hey as I thought 'twou'd come to this, tis well 1 
ſecur'd the Evidence: Here Hillario, are not you Wit- 
neſs to a Promiſe of Marriage made me by Lord Mar- 
cellus ? | 

„ AR £9 | 

Aye, and am ready to ſwear it before any Magiſtrate f 
in the Country. 

CAMILL 4. 

My Lord I aſſure you ſhe deſerves him; I beg you to 
interpoſe your Authority. [To the Dukes 

DUX E. 
Nay then, take her, for I will have it a Match. 
ö . 

Obſerve Gentlemen, 'tis none of my own ſeeking; 
you hear the Duke ſay he will have it ſo, and 'tis not 
This is 
ſome Excuſe however, [fide 

„ "ITY 

Well, well, we admit of your Excuſe ; we have one 
Couple already, that you little think of ; you ſhall make 
a ſecond, and we'll have you join'd immediately. | 

| CAMILL A. 

Now my Lord turn, and in that Lady know your 

Niece Fuha, whoſe Love for me has made her the Come 


panion of 85 ruin'd Fortunes. 


DUE E. 
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DAS 
Pardon me fair Niece ; but *tis not now too late: 1 
give you Joy, and Welcome to fuch a Place, as I have to 
entertain you in: Hereafter look on me as on your Fa- 
ther, and if Love can make Amends for Grandeur, aſſure 
8 ſhall loſe nothing by the Change. 
70114. 
My Lord, I can thank you with nothing but my Du- 
ty ; much Happineſs to your Highneſs. 


— (4 Flourifſh of Trumpets. 


How now ! What mean thoſe Tn ? 


SCENS X. 
To them a Lord. 


LORD. 
Meſſenger from Liege, my noble Lord, 
Breathleſs with Haſte, craves Audience of your 
Highneſs ; 
His Face, methinks, wears an unuſual Joy, 
And ſpeaks fair greeting. 
DUKE. 
Give him ſpeedy Entrance. 
Heav'n grant ſome happy Turn in our Affairs. 


2 . 


Thus humbly throw them at your Highneſs* Feet, 


SCENE The Loft. 


Duke, CAMLLLA, VINcENTIO, JULIA, MarcELLUs, 
ANTONIO, HILLARIO, LoRDS, and MESSENGER. 


MESSENGE R tneling. 
LL Happineſs to my dread Lord of Liege: 
Your faithful Senators, great Sir, by me 


And beg you to reſume your rightful Sceptre : 
The Nobles greet you, and the meaner Sort, 
Big with rude Joy, forget their wonted Labour, 
And pals the Day in Pray'r for your Return. 
. 
[ pr'ythee,, Friend, unfold thy myſtick greeting: 
Thy Salutation favours of ſweet Comfort ; 
To ſuch unus'd we underſtand thee not : 
If I am Liege, ſay what is Ferdinand? 
MESSENGER. 
My Lord, your Brother Ferdinand's no more; 
A fad Remorſe for the Injuſtice done 
To you, and your fair Daughter ; join'd with Grief - 
For the late Loſs of Lady Julia, 
His only Child, ſeiz'd on him all at once, 
Like a rude Canker preying on his Heart, 
And hurry*d him to an untimely Grave. 
The Crown he left to you, and to each Nobleman 
That follow'd you, reſtor'd his forfeit Lands: 
Some few Hours fince he call'd me to his Bed, 
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Bade me I ſhou'd commend him to your H ighneſs, 
And to this fair Aſſembly ; with his dying Breath 
Beg d your Forgiveneſs, bleſs'd you, and expir'd. 
1 
Alas my F ather! ! Oh! 
5 1 
Poor Ferdinand 
Wou'd thou hadſt liv'd, and J had ſtill been baniſh'd; 
To loſe a Brother the firſt Day I found him ſo, 
Is Grief unlook'd, and paſt the Strength of Nature. 
Farewel, and Peace attend thy Memory ; 
Thy Wrongs to me lie with thee in the Grave. 
Weep not my Friends, I'll mourn enough for all; 
Over his Tomb will I a Convent build; 
Ourſelves will grace it with our royal Preſence, 
43 And in ſweet Pray'r for his departed S6ul, 
Wear out our few remaining Hours of Life. 
To you, my Children, I reſign my Dukedom, 
And may the Crown fit eaſier on your Brows, 
Than &er it did on mine. Come you, who love me 
Kneel here, and hail Vincentio Duke of Liege. 
[Duke Hands bare, the reſi kneel, 
| A L L. 
Long live Vincentio, and the fair C amil/a, | 
Our Duke and Dutcheſs ! 3 
VINCENT IO, and CAMILLA kneeling, 
We beſeech your Highneſs. 
DU K E raifng them. 
No more What little Power J have left, 
I uſe it here; make much of theſe few Friends, 
And you ſhall find them ſuch in Time of Need. 
This happy Union, as *twas here begun, 
Shall in the Foreſt here be celebrated 
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With all due Pomp, and Ceremony; — then, 

Three Days allowing for Refreſhment here, 

And a fit Preparation for our Journey, 

Tl lead you forward on your Way to Liege. 
MARCELLUS turning to the Audience. 
Well, Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm afraid I make but 

an odd Sort of a Figure here among you, after what has 

happen'd.——T confefs, I have acted a little out of Cha- 

rater, and a great deal below the Dignity of a Philoſo- 

pher:— But what can be ſaid ?—When TI found my- 

elf ſo far gone ina Diſeaſe, which of you can blame me 

for making Choice of the moſt effectual Remedy : For 


By frequent Inſtances wwe ſadly prove, 
That Marriage is the ſureſt Cu RR for Love. 


_ [Exeunt omnes. 


M EPI. 


EPILOGUE 


H E Comic Mufe at length has ceas'd from ke; | 
And nothing but the Epilogue is wanting, E 


And that, no doubt, to ſpare the lab'ring Muſe 
Already pall'd, you?d ewillingly excuſe : | 
Perhaps I wwrong aa tho) I on I fear it; 
But pleas'd or not Icare not, you ſball hear it; 
For Faſhion <vills that wwe ſhou'd ſomething ſay : 


In Fawour of the Peet, or his Play, 

And Faſhion we implicitly obey. 

A pretty 7. aſe Poe underta en, no doubt ont 3 
Faith, I begin to wiſh myſelf well out on t, 

But I muſt on with't, fince Pm fairly in; 

The hang me if 1 know how to begin. 

The Poet !—No, him Pm ſure there's no befriending, 
And for the Play tis hardly worth defending : 

A Cure for Love; it promis d well I own 

But ah ! how foon our airy Hopes are flown! 
For-ever, and for-ever wou'd I love, 

Eber I his nauſeous Medicine wou'd prove : 

For if th Diſeaſe can be effeem'd a Curſe, 

The Remedy Tm ſure is ten Times worſe : 
Marriage !—an odious Beaft ! how I abhor him! 
Say how can I then think of ſuing for him ? 

No, let his own dear Inpudence befriend him: 
For Tm refolu'd, PII no Affiflance lend him 
Critick's to you th Offender T/ubmit, 

Pray uſe him as your mighty Wills think fit, 
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A DONTS 


FROM THE 


GREEK of B ION. 


Ale Tov Adovr : dTrwnsTo rants Adorts. Bron. 
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DONTS dies; I the ſweet Youth de. 
| Hos: : 
Fe Weep ev'ry Love. Adonis is no more. 
Wy Riſe Venus, riſe, thy Cyprian Couch for- 
. PIE ſake, 
From ks Sleep, and gentler Dreams awake ; 
Beat thy unhappy Breaſt ; with ſtreaming Eyes 
Proclaim it to tle World, Adonis dies. 


Adonis dies; his Loſs the Loves deplore 3 
Ah me ! the ſerveet Adonis is no more: 
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See where he lies, amidſt the Mountain Snows, 
Still beautiful, and fairer ſtill than thoſe: 

From his pale Cheek the fading Roſe retires, 
With cruel Wounds the lovely Youth un: 3 
bach Murmur wounds the gentle Venus Peace, 

At ev'ry Sigh her falling Tears increaſe: 
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126 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
His languid Eyes eternal Slumbers veil, | 
His Joints are numb'd, his trembling Lips grow pale; 
Thoſe Lips, where Venus cou'd for-ever dwell : 

With Kiſſes ſtill ſhe drowns the dying Boy ; 
Adonis taſtes not the immortal Joy: 
H dies, he dies; his Loſs the Loves deplore; 


Ah me ! the Seweet Adonis 7s no more. 


3 

In his ſoft Thigh a cruel Wound he bears; 
But Venus in her Heart a greater wears. 
See, near the Youth his faithful Dogs remain, 
Forget the Chace, and mourn their Maſter ſlain ; 
The Woodland Nymphs their bleſt Retirements leave, 
And round the Coarſe of ſweet Admis grieve : 
The hapleſs Boy dejected Nature mourns ; 
But Venus Heart inceſſant Anguiſh burns: 


She o'er the Plain bounds, frantick with Deſpair, 7 
And with her Sorrows rends the liſt'ning Air, 5 
To unaſſiſting Gods relates her Grief, 7 . 


And calls in vain on Heaven for Relief; 
Flies thro' the Woods, while from her wounded Vein 
Ungentle Thorns the ſacred Purple drain; 
Her Hair unbound adown her Shoulders flows, 
Her Garments looſe, her lovely Limbs expoſe : 
Awake ſweet Youth, awake, ſhe vainly cries, 0 
Deaf to the tuneful Call Adonis lies, 
And loſt in Air the fruitleſs Clamour dies. 
Stretch'd by his Side ſhe wanders o'er his Charms, 
And claſps the bleeding Body in her Arms; 
Her Arms more white than falling Snows before, 
Are chang'd to Crimſon by the flowing Gore. 

What Torments, hapleſs Venus, doſt thou bear! 
See weeping Loves thy anxious Sorrows ſhare. = 
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Ah me! my deareſt, only Love is dead; 

He's loſt, and with him ev'ry Charm is fled; 

The ſparkling Fire, fair Roſe, and ſmiling Bloom, 
All, all, lie buried in Adonis Tomb; | 
When ſweet Adonis fell, no Charms ſurviv'd, 

For Venus only in Adonis liv'd. 

Each Hill, and Tree for thee a Sorrow feels, 

Each murm'ring Torrent Venus Cares reveals; 

For thee the Mountain Springs with Grief run o'er, 
And drooping Flow'rs thy cruel Fate deplore : 

All Nature for Adonis ſeems to mourn ; 

But Venus Boſom endleſs Torments burn. 
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Adonis is no more, ſhe ſadly cries ; 
Aabnis is no more, the echoing Air replies. 
I mourn Adonis; who that Form can view, J 
Hear his ſad Fortune, and not mourn him too ? 

The dying Boy deplores his hapleſs Fate, 
On Venus calls; ſhe comes, but ah! too late; 
Stretch'd on the Earth his breathleſs Coarſe ſhe finds, 
His reeking Wound expos'd to cruel Winds. | 
Stop, ſtop, ſhe cries, ſweet Boy a Moment live, 
One laſt, one tender Farewel to receive: 


Wake, wake my Love, if Life yet hold its Place, 


Ah hapl:ſs Venus ! thy Adonis ales; | 8 
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« If yet thou canſt, return the dear Embrace, 
| In one ſoſt Kiſs thy fleeting Soul impart, 
) And breathe thy Fondneis into Venus, Heart; 


The happy Kiſs, as my Adonis, dear 
Venus for-ever on her Lips ſhall wear. 
Thou, cruel Youth, wilt bleſs my Sight no more, 
Far, far from hence, along th' Eꝶſfian Shore, 
Where Scygian Waves in awful Silence flow, 
In Pluto's griſly Realms thou wand'reſt now. 


Unwel- | 
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\Unwelcome Immortality ! ——<——- Ah me! 

Thy Venus camiot, cannot follow thee. 

Thou happy Pro/erpine, the beauteous Boy 

In bliſsful Shades for- ever ſhalt enjoy; 

To thee more bleſt, than Venus in her Skies: 
Whatever's fair, whatever lovely flies; 

Adonis too thy gloomy Court adorns, 
While widow'd Venus her loſt Lover mourns. 

Ah me! Adonis is for- ever gone; 

Love with him, like an idle Dream, is flown. 
Ah ! why woud'ft thou with Savage Boars engage? 
Why woud'ſ thou tempt the fiercer Panther's Rage? 
With cruel Beaſts th* unequal Combat try ? 

Was it for thee with cruel Beaſts to vie? 

Go uſeleſs Ceſtus, grace no more my Side; 

Thy Virtues all with ſweet Adonis dy'd : 

Go wanton Lowes, can you my Peace reſtore ? 
No, no, retire, for Venus loves no more. 


Thus o'er the breathleſs Boy the Goddeſs mourn'd, 
And weeping Loves each plaintive Sigh return'd. 


Ah hapleſs Venus] where is now thy Joy? 

All, all is vaniſh'd with the beauteous Boy : 
Around the Coarſe what Streams of Gore appear 
For every Drop the Goddeſs ſheds a Tear ; 

From ev'ry Tear a pale-fac'd Lilly grows; 

From ev'ry Drop of Blood a bluſhing Roſe. 


Poor breathl:ſi Boy ! thy Loſs the Loves deplore: 
Ah me ! the foveet Adonis is no more. 


No longer Venus mourn thy murder'd Love, 
No longer fill with Plaints the echoing Grove; 


Let thoſe the Swain, in Death ſtill dear, adorn ; 


Their penſive Brows no wanton Ringlets grace, 
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No more the God in joyful Numbers ſings, 
No more to Pleaſure tunes the trembling Strings; 


One from his Side his uſeleſs Quiver flings, 
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tee the bleſt Witneſs of each ſecret Joy ; 

The nuptial Couch awaits the lovely Boy; 

Thither the hapleſs Youth with Care convey, 

And his pale Coarſe on downy Pillows lay, 

In Garments, ſpotleſs, as himſelf array'd ; 

Thoſe Robes, which, when with thee he fondly play'd, 
Which, in thy Arms, by the dear Swain were worn, 


With ſmiling Violets bind his Temples round, 

If ſmiling Violets can on Earth be found: 

Ah! no; no ſmiling Violets remain, | 

All, all expir'd, when the ſweet Youth was ſlain. 
See where he lies in melancholy State, 

And weeping Loves around the Body wait, 
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Pale Sorrow triumphs in each anxious Face. 
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One breaks his Shafts, and one his Bow unſtrings ; 
While others buſied round the bleeding Boy, 
In ſilent Grief their tend'reſt Cares employ 3 
The purple Sandals from his Feet untie, 
And waſh the Gore from off his ſnowy Thigh; 
Or o'er the Coarſe their balmy Wings diſplay, 
And flutt'ring round diſpel the feorching Ray, 
Nor doth Adonis take up all their Cares, 
But ev'ry Breaſt in Venus Sorrow ſhares: 
To ſooth her Griefs the gentle Hymen flies; 8 
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His ſick' ning Torch at the ſad Proſpect dies, 
And ſcatter'd round the nuptial Garland lies : 


His mournful Lyre no Tale but Sorrow tells, 
And ev'ry Note with Melancholy ſwells, 
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Ah me ! the faveet Adonis is no more 
The Fates themſelves the hapleſs Youth deplore. But « 
| Not! 


Around his Coarſe the blooming Graces mourn, 
And vainly bid the lovely Boy return : 
| The lovely Boy in everlaſting Chains, 

. Ungentle Pro/erpine in Shades detains. | 
Then Venus lull thy idle Griefs to Peace, 
And for a while thy fruitleſs Sorrows ceaſe : 

Juſt Honours to the dear Adonis Shade, 

By weeping Nymphs for-ever ſhall be paid; 
To him each Age a grateful Tear afford, 
And annual Strains thy murder'd Love record. 
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An Bellum Paci preferendum fit ambigitur, 


O haughty Carthage, and the Southern Shore, 
Once Roman Fabius in his Boſom bore 
Dread War, and Peace: Our Taſk the Choice renews 
To you, which beſt will pleaſe, that freely chuſe: 
From this Right-hand the noble Laurel bends, 
The Left the peaceful Olive Branch extends: 
'The gen'rous Soul, that greatly pants for Fame, 
Will, from the Right, the nobler Laurel claim 
Where affluent Sloth, and Int'reft fway the Mind, 
The peaceful Olive will a Welcome find. 
In vain for him the blooming Laurel grows, 
Whoſe tim*rous Soul no Senſe of Glory knows ; 
In vain with Wealth the Olive ſeeks to pleaſe 
The Man, who bravely ſcorns inglorious Eaſe. 
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On all Parts nought a fair Appearance wears, 
But ev*ry Joy is blended with its Cares ; 
Nothing's ſo bright, or ſo reſplendent made, 
But may bedarken'd by ſome envious Shade, 
Some God be near, while I this Title try, 
And my weak Judgment with thy Aid ſupply ; 
The equal Claims my wav'ring Thoughts divide, 
Where'er I turn, on each contending Side, 


A thouſand Charms invite, a thouſand Ills forbid. 


When to my raviſh'd Ear ſome Poet fings 


The Praiſe of Heroes, or the Feats of Kings, 


My Mind with Thirſt of Glory is inſpir'd, 
I burn for War, as with a Trumpet fir'd ; 
My eager Soul ſome Triumph longs to hoaſt, 


And in the Fame, the Fear of Death is loſt. 


But when, with; Eyes retort, I ſee afar 


| Famine, and Death, and the fad Train of W. ar, 


Ambition at the mournful Proſpect dies, 

And Fears, and Sorrows, in my Fancy riſe 

Soft Pity gently ſteals into my Heart, | 

My trembling Hand lets fall the murd'rous Dart; 

The Luft of Praiſe with Horror I behold, 

And Blood, and Life, for Fame too cheaply ſold. 
Now ſmiling Peace all horrid Thoughts allays, 

In Reſt I wiſh to paſs my happy Days: 

Rough Sparta ] forſake, the Seat of Strife, 

And now at Athens court a milder Life: 

But who at Athens can in Peace reſide, 

Where Peace to Ariſtides is deny'd? 

Who long can dwell in a corrupted State, 

Where baniſh'd Virtue mourns her abjeC Fate? 
When once lov'd Athens this my Fancy ſees 


Loſt in a wanton and inglorious Eaſe, 
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Toev'ry Vice by ſoothing Reſt betray d, 


Peace {miles no more, her flatt ring Beauties fade ; 


| Fearleſs I re-aſcend the ſhining Car, 


E MUS, from Suitors juſt got clear, 
Order'd young Cupid to appear; 
And, frowning, to the Wanton ſaid, 
Methinks you drive a pretty Trade ; 
Here ev'ry Day Complaints I hear, 
That you, forſooth, are too ſevere ; 
So hot they are I can't appeaſe em, 
Some Method muſt be found to eaſe em: 
You muſt, by Way of Satisfaction, 
Give an Account of ev'ry Action; 
Come, tell me how you've us'd your Pow'r 
F'er ſince you had it to this Hour. 

Cupid, who knew he had abus'd it, 
Thought by ſome Tale to have excus'd it 
He ſtudied long, but cou'd not find 
One for his Life, that pleas'd his Mind; 


And court each Danger of the glowing War. 


Or Cuyid in Diſgrace. 
A Tr WY: 
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Before thy Subjects all be loſt : 
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so only begg'd his Mamma's Pardon, 
For ev'ry Trick that ſhe thought hard on. 


Venus, however, not content 

With this, reſum'd the Pow'r ſhe lent, 
And Cupid languiſh'd in Diſgrace, 

While one was ſought to fill his Place. 
She ftraitway ſummons all her Train 


U 3 To meet heron the milky —_y 
© Where each being ſeated in her Station; 


They enter into Conſultation. ' 
Some Time it was e'er they cou'd fix on 
One proper to ſucceed the Vixon: 
Some were for Amoret, or Phillis, 
For Chhhe ſome, or Amarylis.. 
Pth* End (he it ſome Trouble gave her) 


The Ballot clos'd in Delia's Favour ; 


She quickly learn'd the Bow to weild, 
Equip'd herſelf, and took the: Field. 
Scarce had ſhe been on Earthan Hour, 
But Miſs muſt exerciſe her Pow'r; 
Regardleſs ſhot her Arrows round, 
And filPd with bleeding Hearts the Ground : 
No Shepherd now cou'd free remain, | 
But all at Delia's Feet lay ſlain : 
Pray*rs came apace from ev'ry Slave, 
That ſhe wou'd heal the Wounds ſhe gave ; 
But ſhe, inoxorable, ſill 
Continued her did Trade——to kill, 
The Lovers, in this ſad Condition, 
Sent up to Venus this Petition. 
O Goddeſs, help us in our Diſtreſs, 
And rid us of this cruel Miſtreſs : 
Let Capid quick reſume his Poſt, 
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Dilia 


434 Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 
Delia Il unpeople all your Nation, 
And fill your Plains with Deſolation ; ; 
He knew (a little) Moderation ; | 
His Darts but here and there wou'd flyz 3 
But all ſhe meets are ſure to die. 
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Sent to CHLOxk, with the Letters 


| In 
of the Marchioneſs . 
= O Fair-one, worthy of a better Fate, | 
1 To Chlz thy unhappy Tale relate; — 
Nor fear a rigid Cenſurer to find, 


For ſhe is ever gentle, ſoft, arid Kind: W 

And, tho' no Fault in her chaſte Boſom lives, 
Whate' er ſhe ſees in others ſhe forgives : 
Thy Suff rings for thy ſeeming Crimes will plead ; 
May they with Chhe as with me ſucceed ! 

For ſurely Love, and Conſtancy like thine, 

Dreſt in whatever Shape, muſt be divine; 

'Then go, nor fear Succeſs. But 
If thou draw*'ſt Pity from that lovely Maid, 
Think all thy Sorrows doubly overpaid. 
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In Imitation of Horace, Ep. IV. Lib. I. 
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E AR, Judge of Dams Wit, 
Kind Critick on whate'er I've writ, 
I're often thought, but can't conceive, 
(Then pr'ythee tell us how you live; 
What Charms doſt in the Country find? 
What can employ thy active Mind? 
What is't, can do thy Friends this Wrong, 
And keep thee from the Town ſo long? 
Say, doſt thou write? and may we hope 
Some finiſh'd Piece to cut down Pope ? 
Or doſt to cooling Shades retire, 
And fondly feed an am'rous Fire? 
Or ſoar to nobler Contemplation, 
And ſcheme for Int'reft of the Nation; 
For publick Service raiſe a Loan, 
_ pay her Debt before your own ? 
N 2 Well, 
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Well, you're a happy Dog, that's true, 


I almoſt envy you, I vow; 


Your Lips ſoft Sentences diflil, © 
TLau've a ſmart Turn, —and Wit at © Will: SAN 
Dame Nature too has play'd her Part, 
And touch'd you off fcundum Art ; 
And when ſhe form'd you, one wou'd ſwear 

She took a more than common Care: A 
Fortune, to make the Scene compleat, 
Has thrown you in a fine Eſtate, 
And tipt you by Deceaſe of Grannum 
A . of Thouſands, paid Me: Anmum : 
Make as genteel a Uſe on't too. 

But pr'ythee tell us how, dear Elf, 

thou divert} thyſelf. 


I ride, run, hunt, fun, fiſa, dance, ref, 
And ev'ry rural Pleaſure taſte; 


Or,. when Þ've nothing elſe to do, 
I- ſometimes read a Page, or two. 
When friendly Phebus veils his Face, 
And ſober Ex ning takes his Place, 

Sit down contented to my Red, 

Chat, ſmoke one Pipe, and ſo to Bed; 
Or form with Siſters and Friend Will, 
A ſerious Party at Zuadrille ; 

My ſofter Hours in Love employ, . 
With Cælia, or with Che toy; 
Laugh, fay ſoft Things, and fip ſame Tea, 
Spout Verſes, ſing, or read a Play, 


At 


Kneel, ſwear, and if I meet wn Miſs 1 in 3 


Good Humour, throw a civil Kiſs in 
Be cautious then, ye gentle Fair, 
And * ſnun the ann Snare ; 
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Por Frank has ev'ry Charm in Store, 
No partial Nurſe cou'd wiſh him more; 
A lovely Form, a ſprightly Senſe, . 
Bright Thoughts, an eafy Utterance; 
Rich, young, and of unblemiſh'd Fame, 
Has Friends at Court, 1'th* Camp the ſame 3 
Good-natur'd, complaiſant, and eaſy, 
| Gay, and will ſpare no Pains to pleaſe ye 3 
| Can dance, make Verſes, fence, and fing ; - 
| Frank can, in ſhort, do ev'ry Thing: 
Pox take his Charms z while I repeat em 
It ſets my Chaps a wat ring at em. 
But, hang it, he deſerves em fairly; 
Frank's honeſt, and T love him dearly. 
Courage, my Lad, Life's full of Cares, 
Leave Thought and Trouble to your Hears ; . 
Let us enjoy it while we may, 
And make good Uſe of ev'ry Day: 
This Hour's our laſt, for aught we know, 
At leaſt, let's live as if *twere ſo. 
If Heav'n, fince that alone can do it, 
Thinks fit to add another to it, 5 
lt will, the leſs we hope to ſee't, 
2 So much the greater Welcome meet. 
For my Part, I, whene' er I can, 
J Ne'er fail to occupy my Span; 
Thro' ev'ry Path of Life _ rov'd, 
And left no ſingle Charm un'mprov'd ; 
My ſparkling Face, and comely Belly, 
How I have liv'd will quickly tell ye: 
I make a merry Shew, that's true, 
I'm wanted at the Adieu. 
| B w'ye Frank, and when from Spleen you' re free, 
If you wou'd laugh, why viſit me, 
N3 To. 


: 


— 
> a. 


„ ©. > 
3 
3 
Nos 
2 
Rt 
5 
[beg 
15 
v 
= 
= 
. 
7 
1 
2 
* 
bined 
* 
* 
* 
75 
NN 
— 
7 55 
ps. 
* 
Ks. 
N 
8 
* 
e 
3 
n 
=% 
3 
> 
Ta 
4 = 4 
i 
: BK, 
RET 
225 
= 
Di 
YAY 


i 
N 
= 
1 
/ ni 
7 b 
i. "It 
- es 
1 "al 
i 158 
I 
-. Vn 
Rn 
1 TH 
1. 
hi 
e 
i arm 
By - l 
2 in 
4 1 
4 1 " 
wt 
Wi 
8 
2 iy 
* in 
wy. 
by :Þ 11! 
uo 11s 
1 lf 
l i 
it l 
voi if: i 
2H } 
N. 
INN 
| 
ow. 
+. 
7 } 
o 4 Al 
1 0 1 
If 
1 
1 bf 
FE | jj 
1 
1 3 {4.48 
— N 
IS . 1 
1 [7 
, A 
 ﬀg 
e 
ee. 
- x . 
wh 
=. 
"i. , 
"2 510 
=_— 
3 5; G 
| 
1 1 
"we 
Rm 
Io 
| 
Wi! 
7 \ 
: (hi 
i ll. x 
=. 1 
- "3 5 
F 
bl. 
au 
| 14389 
T It 
0 170 
. , 1 
6 ö 
i { 
gt 
Wt 
4 
: 
4 


1 — — 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 


N 2 } J : Lag ' ; 75 o 
W ht a — NV — 7 
y 7 \ 7 Y S = D, | \! N : 'C } 


With a | Set of Ap150N's Works. 


Promiſe,— tis by Author's ſpoken, 

Was made, like Pie-cruft, to be broken; 

And Faith, I doubt there are but few, 

Who have not, ſometimes, made it true : 

However, as it farther faid is, 

"Tis chiefly praftis'd by the Ladies. 

Now whether this b'a true Aſſertion, 

Or but a ſcandalous Aſperſion 

Upon the Fair, I'Il not pretend 

To diſallow, or yet defend. 

But let's ſuppoſe the Charge is true, 

Not all the Blame can reſt on you, 

As falſely ſome affirm, — becauſe 

We too may ſometimes make faux pas. 

Yet think not I allow our Crimes 

To equal yours. for tho' ſometimes 

Men to each other falſe appear, 

Vet none can ſure deceive the Fair; 

At leaſt, if I allow d may be 15 

To judge of all the Sex by me. ES 
What then, you'll ſay are you the Stone 

To try Men's Conſtancy upon? 
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Yes, for unfir'd by Hopes of Fame, . 

To Wit, Senſe, Charms, I lay no Claim ;. 
I yield that Prize, nor think it hard, 

But ſmile, and think the firſt Regard 

In Truth, and Conſtancy to boaſt 

A full Amends for all, I've loſt : 

Nor think I only talk ; for ſee 

My Actions with my Words agree, 
And—in Conformance to my Promiſe 
To kiſs your Hand Friend Add? come is. 
- And now, methinks I hear you ſay, 
Why all this long Preamble pray? 

To tell me that the Books you've ſent? 
That's all,.— Faith nothing elſe was meant: 
And ſince the Bus'neſs of my Pen 

Is o'er, I'll add one Word, and then 
Subſcribe myſelf——how's that? conclude! 
Why ſure you cannot be ſo rude ; 
Write to a Lady, and neglect 

What Women always firſt expect? 

No Love ! was ever ſuch a Sot ! 
Why Corydon——you've ſure forgot 
There's any ſuch a Thing as Vanity; 
Pr'ythee henceforth learn more Humanity. 
What, a whole Side, and not one Flame, 
Or Dart, or Wound, or Sigh ! for Shame 
This is plain Senſe ;—and ſure you know, 
Billets to Ladies fhou'd be doux ; 

For they, of whatſoe'er Condition, 
Shou'd Kill be treated with Submiſſion, 
With their own Softnefs be addreſs d. 
If e'er you'd move a Fair One's Breaſt, 
Each Charm muſt be in full diſplay d: 
Why—yhat a Blunder haſt thou made 
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Delia will ſurely ne'er forgive it, 

So groſs a Slight ſhe'll ſcarce out-live i it. 

Tear to offend, forbad me that. 

Fear of a Fiddle-Stick with what? 

Can Delia, think'ſt thou, (diſapprove 

What all her Sex ſo dearly love? 

And tho' one Paſſion you excite, 

You're ſure to ſooth another by't; 

For what her Virtue may think hard on, 

Her Vanity Il ne'er fail to pardon: 

Soft Tales can never want an Art 

To creep into a Lady's Heart; 

And, when all other Methods fail, 

Flatt'ry with Women muſt prevail. 
Methinks I hear ſome friendly Swain 

Thus arguing in familiar Strain: 

What ſhall I do? Direct me Mz. 

What to avoid, and what to chuſe. 
Tis done; and, foft I hear her ſay, 

Fear not, but chearſully obey ; 

With ſofteſt Lines adfreſs the Fair, 

I'll warrant for their Welcome there. 


Well then - you're mighty handſome Miſs 


Pox on't, what wretched Stuff is this! 

You're mighty handſome Miſs.—Go to, 
Believe me, this will never do; 

Zounds ! rap me out ſome thund'ring Line. 
By Heaw'n, my Dear, you're all divine. 

Aye, this may do ;= go on, and preſs. 
But Home, you cannot fail Succeſs ; 

Tell her of Wounds, and Flames, and Darts, -. 
And Eyes, and Stars, and bleeding Hearts; 
Of Ropes, Knives, Piſtols, Halters, Trees, 
Woods, Rivers, and ſuch 'Things as theſe 4 | 


„ es et ft ed C3 ad 
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Diſpatch, nor give her Reſt before 

Vou've the whole Catalogue run o' er. 
Oh monſtrous —what a Taſk is here ! 

Was ever Penance ſo ſevere? | 

All this ! *twou'd take an Age to do it, 

Pm ſure that I can neꝰer go thro'-it; 

% ſhall make bold to bilk the Belle, 


And leave her with one plain | 
| Farewell. 


* K 
* — 9 4 * — 8 
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On the Death of E Canoumns, n 


HILST Wen Britain to the Realms of Night . 
With decent Sorrow mourns thy haſty Flight, 
Gebe alone forbear 
To join the Torrent with one grateful Tear ; 
Whilſt ev'ry Breaſt with gen'rous Ardour ſwells, 
Whilſt ev'ry Tongue upon thy Praiſes dwells, 6 
If I, unmov'd *midſt weeping Numbers, ſeem 
Alone regardleſs of the unbounded Theme, 
Think not thy hapleſs Fate I lefs deplore, 
Or that one grateful Briton lov'd thee more: 
Think not J err, if with my artleſs Lays, 
I fear to injure, while I ſtrive to praiſe. 
Fain wou'd I with the loyal Number join, 
And with their pious Sorrows mingle mine ; 
But, conſcious of my Weakneſs, I retire, 
And quench with filent Tears the riſing Fire. 
- 1 mourn thee, Caroline; thy matchleſs Name 


A nabJer Muſe ſhall conſecrate to Fame. | 
ieee fas. ee 


| | I. 5 
AY Miranda, in her Prime, 
Makes the moſt ſhe can of Time; WS 
Ne Dian e ee V 
And ſmiles inſenſible of Pain; | 
Nor at hex Virtue's, nor her Fame's Expence, . 


But tempts all with native Innocence. . 8 
Lovely as the Morning Roſe, | IK 
Which with the rifing Titan blows x- | 


But exempted from its Fate, 

Her Beauty's of a longer Date: 

Nor are her Charms to outward Form confin'd,, | 
Enchanting Wit is to that Beauty join d. 


THE: 
He, who can Miranda ſee 
With. theſe Perfections, and be free; 
Secure from Harms, may dare to rove 
Thro' the pathleſs Wilds of Love; 5 
And tho' ten thouſand pointed Darts fly round him, 
( Airanda s Charms eſcap'd) none e' er ſhall wound him. 


„ 


Poems upon ſeveral Occaſions, 143 


K 
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3 
HE N from the Skies the God of Love 
Had once in ſecret flown, . 


Strait Venus reins each gentle Dove, 
And flies to ſeek her Son. 


| w 1 
She meets young Strepbon in her Way, 
And thus accofts the Swain ; 
Say, have you Cupid ſeen to Day 
Come wand' ring o'er the Plain? 


. 
Search, ſearch, and to reſtore my Joy 
Thy friendly Aid afford, 
Give me but back my darling Boy, 
And name thy own Reward. 


IV. 
"Tis done, he with a Smile replies, 


Nor need you henceforth mind him 
Whene' er he roves; in Delia's Eyes 
Vou may be ſure to find him. 


AD SONG. 
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In 


Bui 
J. . Fo 
W E T not my Delia, jealous Care 

Thus blaſt thy blooming Youth ; 
Diſmiſs theſe idle Thoughts, my Fair, 
Nor doubt thy Strephon's 'Truth. = 


"IE: . 
From the faint Darts of CÞlze's Eyes 
What Dangers can you fear ? 


Thy Pow'r more juſtly learn to prize, 
| Nor dread a Rival there. 


III. 
Haſte, to your friendly Glaſs appeal, 
And well conſult your Charms: 
The friendly Glaſs will ſoon reveal 


How vain were thoſe Alarms. 


IV. 
And if to Chle you can fill 
| Your ftronger Claim reſign; 
Yet think not Strephon ever will 
In your Injuſtice join. 


'- Wet bow ad 
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7 N 
nn vain may Cale ſpread her Snares, «roxy exe 
I from her Wiles am free; _ | Þ 
N In Chloe ſure no Charm appears, | ” 


Or none appears to me. 


| i VE 
But yet, ah hapleſs Youth ! in vain 
The Chains of Love I fly 
For while I CSoe's Pow'rdiſcain, 
By Delia's Eyes I die. 


HEN Women are fractious, and will not 
comply; 
Yet Gold's a Temptation, they cannot deny, 
At the Sight of this Argument all Scruples fly. 
They go down, down, down, c. 


2 


; IL. 
The Lover may cant of his Flames, and his Darts, 
And think of ſucceeding by thoſe little Arts; 
But here's the true Ruler of all Women's Hearts, 
Brings *em down, down, down, c. 
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N 


ONSID ER, dear Chle, how Time flies 
way 3 
And that Form which appears ſo enchanting to Day, 
Jo Sickneſs, and Age muſt its Beauty reſign ; 
Then gen' rouſly uſe them while yet they are thine. 


. OW: 
Diſmiſs theſe vain F ears, and 111 N es remove, La 
For Life is but ſhort, and we live but to love; 1 
Nature's Bleſſings enjoy e'er Ability fly, . 
And love me To-day——for To-morrow we die. 8 
STL VHM. 
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Sr E 


REG TTA 


T RET C, ſtretch ye Sylvan chin your tune · 
ful Throats, 
Warble forth harmonious Notes 3 
Tune all your Lays * 
5 To lovely Sylvia's Praiſe ; 
i | doi, on whom each Shepherd doats, 


i = RESPONSE, 


How is the Grief, that did thy Soul annoy, 
Thus alter'd to a ſudden Joy? 
Where is the Pain, 
You felt by her Diſdain ? 


R:B-C:I FAT:IHV: E. 
"Tis fled ; ſhe” 5 now den er. 


1 


3% 
her 
. 2 
be” 
7%, 
2 
1 
5 
2 


5 3 1 
In lovely SYLVI A' Face 
Each blooming Charm is ſeen ; 
Around her ev'ry Grace 
Confeſſes Beauty's Queen: 
A 


O2. 5 
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To deck her Buſting Cheeks, = 
N The Roſe, and Lilly join, 
hr ev'ry Feature ſpea sss 


"The Ty all o er divine. 5 


II . 
. > hat Man without Surprize, 
Or awith unwounded Heart, 
Can meet from Sylvia's Eyes 
The Glances, that they dart? 
Lowe of his Shafts diſarm'd, 
To her refigns his Bow ; © 
And with his Bondage charm'd, 
Sits ſmiling on her Brow. 


D 


. 


The Carts w Lovs: 


EX M 9 7 0 R E. | 
APP Y's the Man, who, free from Love's A- 


larms, 

With Unconcern can look on Beauty's um; 
Who calmly, nor with Acmiration rais'd, 
Hears Chloe s Wit, or Delia's Beauty prais'd. 
Him nor a ſcornful Miftrefs* Frowns can pain, 
Or Smiles, and artful Fondneſs render vain : 
He's truly happy ; while a Crowd of Woes 3 
Attends the Lover whereſoe'er he goes; EL, | 
Diftruſtful Doubts, vain Hopes, and needleſs Fe ear, | 17 


yy — = 


He in his Breaſt continually doth wear. 
And ev'ry anxious * is hoarded there. 


7+ THE 
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T. H RE E fair Ones oer my conquer Feart 


With equal Sway à Rule exert ; 
For each with fierceſt Fires I burn; 
Lell me my Heart which Way to turn. 
II- 
See Sylvia's ſparkling Eyes declare 
Immortal Joys are center'd'there ; 


That Form divine, thoſe blooming Charms 
Might tempt an Angel to her Arms. | 


III. 


No more to Sylvia's conqu'ring Eyes 


I yield with Joy; — be hers the Prize; 
Th' unequal Conteſt I decline; 
"oh: take me Sylvia, I am thine. 


O3 


* 


IV. Vet, 
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IV. 


Yet, Chloe, thy harmonious Voice, 


Ia Fweetalt Sounds forbids the Choice: 
Thy poignant Wit breaks Sybvia" 8 "Chain, 


And ſets thy an free again. 
1 v. 


mak? what Freedom 0 VR 


Tn Chhe's ſtronger Fetters bound? 
From Chains to Slavery I flip: 
80 * will die. 


VI. 


To thee bright Object of each Vow, . 


To thee ſweet FHilrgony I'bew ; 


At Bonds ſo mild Pll ne'er repine ; 


Take, take n me Delia, I am thine.. 


VI * 
Ah! yet 3 Strephon, — 5 


See Delia rack'd with artleſs Fears, 
In blooming Innocence appears. 


| 8215 VII 1 
Henceforth no other Flame purſue, 


To Delia all thy Vows are due; 


For thee by faithlefs Smiles betray'd, 0 


In ſecret pines the Love- ſick Maid. 


The Conflicts o'er to her I yield; 
Delia, and Honour win the Field, 
To thee I'll ev'ry Wiſh.confire, 
And be my Fair for-ever thine. 


Wm 4 
« 
* 
* 
bY 


. 4 


Thy partial Choice a while delay; 


ve EY be ne a” \ 
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r 
THYRSIS and COR YD we 
A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 


O Er O | 
OOD morrow Thyr/7s, hy ſo gay TH 
What always making Holiday? 
Wilt thou for ever play ? 
Is this a Time for wanton Joy, _ the 
When Labour ſhou'd thy Hands employ 2 RE 
Away, for ſhame away. | N 


e Ea N FIN 


The riſing Corn a thy 8 8 
Quick to the ſmiling Field repair, 
And mark the ſwelling Grain; 
The Roller's friendly Weight apply, _ 
Where thick*ning Rows of Barley lie 
Along the verdant Plain. | 


Still mute ? then ſay what's now the Prize? 
Joy ſparkles in your eager Eyes, 4 
And Pleaſures play around: 

For what yet unattempted Fair | 
In circling Ringlets flows thy Hair, 

With ſmiling Flowers bound ? 


Or fay is Chloe kind again? 
Does ſhe conſent to eaſe thy Pain ? 


As 
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Diaoes ſhe at length comply? 
The charming Chlae yields To-day; 
It muſt be ſo, or why thus gay ? 
Come — and tell me why. 


7 HT RSI d. 
No; Corydon, no 80 Fair, , 
No new Intrigue employs my Care; 
Nor Chloe yet complies; 
Still, ſtill ſhe treats me with Diſdain, 
Still glories in my hapleſs Pain, | 
And all Redreſs denies. 


CORYDON. 
Say then, my Thyrfs, what Relief? 
What gives this Reſpite to thy Grief? 
What cur'd my gentle Swain? 


THYRSIS. 
No Sorrow muſt this Morn annoy, | 
And nought but Mirth, and friendly Joy, 4 
Be ſeen around the Plain. | 


Sol now has run his annual Race, 


And holds again th' appointed Place 
Amidſt the heav'nly Way, 


As erſt, when Sylvia all her Charms 
Reſign'd to happy Damor's Arms, 
And hallow'd thus the Day. 


CORYDON. 
Is this, my Friend, the welcome Morn, 
That ended lovely Sylvia's Scorn, © 
And cur'd the Swain's Deſpair ? 
Come, with thy Joys I'll mingle mine ; ; i 
Let us our friendly Voices join 
To bleſs the happy Pair. 


* A > 


BOT H. 
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11 B O T H. | 
Kind Heav'n to ev'ry Wiſh propitious prove, 
And crown with endleſs Joys their virtuous Love; 
Attending Angels guard the matchleſs Pair; 
Damon and Sylvia ever be your Care. 


Ne fis tantus ceſſatur, ut 9 indigeat. 


| Done as an Exzxrcise at Trinity-College, * 


Rh, aa : 


J. of 
WAK . O wretched Man, awake; 
From thy lethargick Sleep ariſe, 
| And open thy unwilling Eyes, | 
Thy guilty Sloth, ah Wretch ! at length forſake! $ 
| See, fee, behold thy angry, injur'd God 
Waves o'er thy deſtin'd Head th' avenging Rod. 


5 
II. 

Think, Mortal eber it be too late 

See, ſee the Hours, how ſwift they 2 

Time ſhakes in Haſte the fatal Glaſs, 
Soon ſhalt thou fall a Prey to rapid Fate z, 
Wilt thou thoſe Hours thus idly wear away ? 
And doſt thou thus th* Almighty's Love repay ? 


III. Akt 
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Ah! Think for what thou wert deſign'd! - 
Was it for this thy bounteous Lord 


Thy ſpacious Soul with Wiſdom ftor'd, 
And bleſs'd thee with an all-diſcerning Mind? 
No ſurely, Heaven from our grateful Hands 
Some ſmall Return for theſe vaſt Gifts demands. 


IV. 
The Kealeleſ kts his Tribute pays, 
Yet him no Hope, or Terror fires, 
But Gratitude alone inſpires 

To ſing aloud his glorious Maker's Praiſe : 

Shall Man alone Ingratitude profeſs, 


And, tho' he owes him more, repay him leſs Þ 
V. 
Why, Man, art only thou remis } 


Ah why muſt thou be urg'd to do, 
What Gratitude ſhould prompt thee to, 


With Fear of Pain, or Hope of promis'd Bliſs 05 


Fix on the lab'ring Ant thy wond' ring View, 
And chearfully like her thy Taſk purſue. 


ANACREON 
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From the GRE E k. 


F Atreus Sons I ſtrive to ſing, 


And tune to Fame the trembling String; 


The ſtubborn Chords reluctant prove, 
And chant no Sounds, but thoſe of Love: 
Enrag'd I throw the Rebels by, 

And the ſame Strains on others try; 

The faithleſs Lyre on Love ſtill dwells, 
And ev'ry Note with Fondneſs ſwells: 
J ſhift again, nay change the Frame; 

In vain, the Sounds are {till the ſame; 
And while in Raptures I recite + 
Des Art, or ax Might, 
The wanton Lyre, unſcill'd in Arms, 

As fondly numbers Delia's Charms. 
What now can poor Anacreon do? 

Tell me, ſome God : it ſhall be ſo; 
I'll yield to mighty Love the Day, 

And tamely the fond Lyre obey, 
Bid ev'ry other Theme adieu, 58 7 | 
And, henceforth Leve alone purſue. - 


", 


ANACREON 
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ANACREOM on his Lyre. 


a 


15 


| 
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ANACRE ON on Himſelf. 8 


Nuacreon, has * old, the Ladies cry; 

; A Within the Glaſs thy griſly Image ſpy ; 
Thy wrinkled Brow no wanton Ringlets grace, 
And Trme ſits frowning on thy wither'd Face. 
Perhaps tis fo; I boaſt no ſmiling Charms, 
To plead Admiſſion to a Lady's Arms; 

And for my Life,— the ſooner I'm to loſe it, 
Why--- while it laſts--- I muſt the better uſe it. 


Þ< 2D, Sx 2 WEE 585 Yes 5 de 4 s ; 
Aurora Muſes Amica. 


E E where, obſervant of the riſing Day, 
The blooming Morn emits a gladſome Ray! 
High o'er the Eaſtern Hills the Goddeſs flies, 
And glides, triumphant, thro' her native Skies : 
At her Approach brown Night in haſte retires, 
Loft in the Splendor of her genial Fires; 
Th' enliv'ning Ray extends from Side to Side, 
And opens all the lawny Proſpe& wide; 
The feather'd Choir forſake the downy Neſt, 
And with ſoft Notes ſalute the welcome Gueſt. 
Hail thou, the Muſes Honour, and their Friend, 

At whoſe bright Throne immortal Joys attend; 


Ee wor) De Ane 
44 © LD, f { 
LOS l De n 
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At thy great Call the tuneful Maids appear, 

And chant'the Beauties of the rolling Year; 

Our wake ning Souls the ſweet Alarm receive, 

| Nature again looks gay, and all Things live. 


ER @_ 8 PARPY 
, * * . 8 A 
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MNumerus Defendir. 


F thou woud'ſt err, yet from thy Faults be freed, 
Follow the Many, and thow'lfſt ſure ſucceed ; 
The greateſt Crimes, when into Faſhion grown, 
Wear Virtue's Face, or loſe at leaſt their own. 
"Twas from this Thought when Envy's curſed Sting 
Firſt taught th* Arch Fiend to hate tl” Almighty King 
To crowding Angels he betray'd his Shame, 
And ſought their Breaſts with the ſame Rage tinflame ; 
Taught em Rebellion *gainſt th* immortal Throne, 
And in their Guilt eſſay'd to loſe his own. 
Conſcious of this, when to the Wiles of Hell 
A wretched Victim our firſt Mother fell, 
She ſought a Partner in her Guilt to ſhare, 
And drew her Lord into the fatal Snare. 


SEC G9 G29): 2 1 5 85 | 


II 


E RE lies an old compeſee finn; 
De mortuis nil niſi bonum. 


P THE 
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"The RAKE” 8 SONG. 


A Y, Cynicks, why 42 VA Meaſure 
Our ſofter Enjoyments you blame, 
Since- we are. but taking our Pleaſure, 

And all Men are doing the fame? TOTS 


The Miſer's Delight is his Treaſure, 

The Lawyer finds Pleaſure in Strife ; 

Thus each Man is taking his Pleaſur, £ N 
thn, Pleaſure's the Bus'neſs of Life. get 

$7; | I. ä 

Ev'n n vou have your - Pleaſure in mri ing; 
No longer at ours then repine; 

For Pleaſure. is ev'ry Man's Darling, 
And ours is in Women, and Wine. 


Thee are Charms, that will always delight, Sir, 
* Whilſt free from the Clogs of a Wife; 

In Pleaſure we'll fpend Day and Night, Sir; 
* glare” 's the _ neſs of Life. 
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LO E, with ill-plac'd Vanity inſpir'd, 
| Fondly i imagines ſhe's by all admir'd: 
We grant it, Sirs ;= but ' tis, if I may gueſs; 
Like Turki/o Maher: tos her Wt 


x es 
* Nen 4 Ys 
SY, 43 3 © 
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2 * an Old LAD 7 who, 
powdered her Grey Locks. 


E PI G R A M. 
LED is the aubarn Hue from Bromia's CO | 
F And Age with hoary White has crown'd the Fair: 
What makes her then explore that Aid from 75 1 3 
Which friendly Nature has, unaſſe d, "low'd her 35 
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On D BEA TH. 
TE EPIGRAM.. 
LL with one univerſal Voice declare 
That Life's a dull continued Scene of Care. 


Then why ſhou' d Death ſuch mighty Terrots > give? * "A 
Since we by dying wy ceaſe to lv. 


5 ro a N Carholich 125 Ar 
o Diſpute with her upon her 
maintaining a Purgatory. 


3 
N vain, . Amanda, I contend ; 
Such Beauty muſt prevail; 
Tho' Reaſon ſeems to be my Friend, 
Ev'n Reafor's ſelf to thee muſt bend, 
And Demonſtration fail. 


8 
M 
82 * 


r 
Howe er our Sentiments we prize, 
By Prejudice O erſway d: 
When Arguments, fo ſubtly. wiſe, 
Appear in thoſe reſiſtle ſs Eyes, 
What Anſwer can be made ? 


II. No 


”— 
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I. 


* 
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No Purgatory I conteſt, 
But own my bold Miſtake ;- 
For Love's too powerful Flames infeſt 
My conquer'd Heart, and in my Breaſt - 
A Purgatory make, 


A BuRLEQUE SONG. 


To the Tune of Molly- Mog:* 


TTEND to my Greowfil Ditty, - a 1 

| A And equally ſorrowful Mien; | F 
As my Heart you have ſtole--- Oh, for by | 1 
Give me yours in Return, dear Miſs S -u., = 


P 


II. 


In the Dumps 3 Iam plunged, 
And my Mind is envelop'd with 5 

Then let this ab Blot be expunged,, 00 7 
. couch, I: gi +8304 


. 
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III. 
Nor make me remain long ſuſpended. wh 
Thus Pleaſure, and Torture between; 
—5 and let this Dilemma be ended; 
"Muſt I live, or expire, dear Miſs 8 Y 


Ah! permit not a Bae 6h chat ane 

no greatly i its Luſtre demean;z _ 
But kindly give Ear, when I ſue t'ye, AE: 

| And eafe my fad Pain, dear Miſs 8, 


Then my Muſe, to the Heavens aſpiringg, - 
Shall quit all that's low, and terrene : - 

But in Heaven there's nought worth admiring, - _ : 
While Eafth contains charming Miſs — 


VI. 
For Venn: appears but e a Dowdy, IS 
And pale, like a Girl of fifteen ; 
Her Bubbies are brown, her Eyes cloudy, 
Compar'd to the lovely Miſs S. 


VII. | 
And then if i my Muſe mention'd Pallas, | 
Tho? ſti'd of fair Wiſdom the Queen; "RAT 


I wiſh I may hang ona Gallows, © + x72 
If ſhe be*n at a meer Pool to 105. 


| VIII. 

Were the Charms of all Nature united, 

For them I wou d not give a Bean; 

ry Soul can be only delighted — © 
With the Beauties of lovely ß S. 


rn 


Miſs S is as gay, as a Tulip,. ,, 
And ſmiles like the flowery COT: | 

Were I ſick, I'd not take Pill, or Julep. * 
All my Cure ſhou'd be lovely MI. FOG (ng 8 


X. 
Shou'd the foregoing Rhymes, unconnected, E 
And thougghtleſs, too plainly be ſeen 3 _ | 
By the Lord I will not be dejected, 
But continue to ſing fair Miſs S . 


XI. 
For tho' SOFT.” © of a 
And my Head but a heavy Machine, 
T ſhou'd ſoon be as ſharp as a Needle, 
Inſpir'd by the charming Miſs. Sms. 


XII. 
But Thanks to my cha that were kinder, 
| To ſpeak a bold Word. Im as keen 
As a Razor juſt ta*en from the Grinder; 
Bauch a Whetſtone is lovely M, S2. 


XIII. 
When my Eyes her ſoft Beauties are tracing, | 
In vain do I ſtrive them to wean FEY 
From gazing, and gazing, and gazing, 
And gazing on lovely Miſe —— 


- £310 

I profeſs by the Muſes heraick, . 4 

Whoſe Favours I now, and then glean, ROY, 
I'd turn Pythagorean, or Stoick, _ 

8 . by Gagoing HCSoorns * *. 
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But alas! with fond ſighing and puling, '' - 

I. ſhou'd ſoon be more ſhotten, and lean ; 
And already, Heav'n knows, with my fooling, 
Im a Skeleton made by M Sn. 
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LETTER 1. 
To ARAMINT 4. : 


Dear ARAMINTA, | 


H O' I have not indulged Nature with one Hour's 
Repoſe ſince you left London, I cannot help 


thinking it an Age ſince I aw you; I am 8 at a 
Loſs what Method I ſhall make uſe of to render Life even 

tolerable during your Abſence ; Reading is quite infipid ; - 
Company, ten Times worſe: And, in ſhort, . unleſs you 
can think of ſome Way to keep up what little Spirits you 
have left in me, you muſt expect to find the Number of 
your Friends lefſened, at leaſt by one on your Return : 
I opened aller juſt now, and as ill Luck wou'd have it, 
what ſhou'd I pitch upon but that very Poem, that cele- 
brates the Plagues of Abſence: I thought my taking 
leave of you this Morning at the Coach, had given me 
as terrible an Idea of it, as poſſible ; but now I am ten 
Times worſe than ever, Famine, Piſtols, Blood, Hang- 
ing, and Matrimony, are meer Playthings to it ; well, 
I ſhall never get over it, that's certain, Now, if my 
Cares will let me, will I go ſleep for meer Vexation ; 
perhaps, in gentle Dreams, I may recover thee, graſp 
in my treinbling Arms thy kinder Shade, and ſnatch a 
Taſte of Immortality: I don't know how you and I 
ſhall agree about theſe Raptures; you know we cou'd 
never rightly ſettle theſe Platonick Notions of ours, Pour 

; . wou 
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wou'd always have it that I lean'd a little too much to 
the ſenſual ; and I cannot help thinking but you are as 
much o' t'other Side.—' Tis to be hop'd we ſhall agree 
one Time or other,;—and I think. the beſt, Way. to ac- 
compliſh it, is to meet fairly in the Middle: Come on 
then, and I promiſe to keep Pace with you Step for Step; 
J muſt confeſs, I never was any great Admirer of theſe 
Tongue Battles: But, as you ſay, there is ſomething noble 
in differing from the Vulgar—o7ous Vulgar Charming 
Araminta O the inexpreſſible Pleaſures of being Parti- 
cular! Particular No, Araminta, if the World 
will differ from thee, let that bluſh that it is parti- 
.cular. But come, a Truce to Compliments; tho' it 
be the only Diet we Platonicks have to feed on, yet to 
be perpetually Feaſting, is as bad as never to eat at 
all. I have rummag'd my whole Library according to 
. your Commands, and after the moſt ſtrict Examination, 
cannot, (at leaſt if I may be allowed to have any Knowledge 
of your Taſte) find any one, which will agree with it 
better, than the incleſed. If you ſhou'd have no other 
Incitement to be acquainted with M. Fontenelle, I'll, beg 
you to peruſe him once on my Recommendation: I am 
almoſt perſuaded you will not have the worſe Opinion ef 
my Judgment after the Trial; you will find in him (a 
very rare Mixture] an agreeable Moraliſt, a gay Inſtruc- 
tor, and a complaiſant Philoſopher. I imagine your 
Impatience to be convinc'd whether my Character of 
him be real, or not, will not permit you to reliſh any 
wing, which with-holds you from the Trial; for which 
Reaſon, after I have wiſhed you all the Pleaſures you 
can poſſibly expect in your Retirement, I ſhall, without 
. farther Ceremony, ſubſcribe myſelf .. ,, 5 


5 Coxxpox. 
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IJ Muſt beg Pardon for not returning a timely Anſwer 
to your laſt obliging Letter; but my Impatience to 
be acquainted: with the charming Author you incloſed 
in it, would not permit me to think of any Thing elſe, till 
a third Repetition had in ſome Meaſure allayed the 
Force of my Curioſity, and ſet me at Liberty to make 
you a proper Acknowledgment for the Pleaſure, I re- 
ceived from your Complaiſance. I cannot ſufficiently 
admire the Stile, as well as the Senti ments, of dear Fun- 
tenelle; there is ſomething ſo agreeably gay, even in 
his moſt ſerious Reflections; and at the ſame Time ſo 
ſedate, ſolid, and rational, in the Boldeſt of his Flights; 
that I cannot help thinking him the only Man, who 
could have been able to convey to us ſuch ſolemn 
Truths; at leaſt, ſuch delightful Probabilities, in a 
Manner at once ſo inſtructive, and engaging. It was 
with ſome Reluctance, that even after J had com- 
pleated a third Reading of him, I agreed to reſign him 

to my Couſin, Belinda, who waited. till I had done, 
with as much Impatience as a Girl of Fifteen for her 
firſt Lover, or a Lawyer for Michaelmas Term, after a 
dull Vacation. But he was not fo ſoon forced from my 

Head, as my Hand; the dear Idea fluttered about my 

Imagination; and next Time I cloſed my Eyes, pro- 

duced the. following Dream. Methought IT was conveyed 

by my attending Sylphs to the Center of our Syſtem. 

My Faculties were all enlarged, and enliven'd in Pro- 

portion, as I grew farther diſtant from the melancho- 
lick Earth; and by that Time I arrived at the proper 

Point of Proſpect, I was able to view, and conſider every 
Planet in all its Lights, to diſtinguiſh their different 

Natures and Climates, and to conceive a perfect 3 
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e of each of their Inconveniencies, or Advantages, 


While I was admiring the Beauty, and Order of the ſtu- 


pendous Proſpet, I was faluted by a Gentleman, 
whom by an odd Kind of Inftint I immediately knew 
to be the charming Fortenelle. © I was no leſs pleaſed, 
than ſurprized with the Accident; and before I had 


determin'd in what Manner to receive him, he ad- 


dreſhd me in the following Terms. Madam, ſaid he, 
my Immortality, giving me the Advantage of a Know- 
ledge of all worldly Affairs, I am no Stranger to your 
Thoughts of that 'Trifle, I deſigned for the Amuſement, 
or Inſtruction of your Sex, as each of you pleaſed to 
employ it. I cannot help thinking it a Happineſs to 
myſelf, that there was at leaſt one, who had made the 
nobleſt Uſe of it. I am charm'd with your laudable 
Curioſity, and the Moment I knew of your Arrival on 
the vaſt Expanſe from one of your airy Attendants, my 
Impatience to converſe with you brought me hither, on 


.c Wings ſwifter than Light, or Fancy. 


If I can be of any Service to you, in giving you a 
farther Inſight, into what you {ſeem ſo defirous to learn, 
1 ſhall look upon it as no inconſiderable Addition to 
my Happineſs. I anſwered him only with a Bow, and 


a Smile; upon which he reſum'd his Diſcourſe thus: 


Dear Corydor, I am obliged to break off abruptly. The 
Malice and Ilnature of Livia, which will hardly per- 
mit me to enjoy one Moment's Peace, or Solitude, has 
ſeiz d upon me: I can hardly keep her from examining 
into the Letter, and a Pretence that I am only writing to 
my Brother, will ſcarce divert her Curioſity. © Adieu! 
be aſſured, the firſt Moments of my Leiſure ſhall be 
dedicated to Friendſhip, and Corydan ; till when, you 
muſt be ſatisfied with believing me | 


Tours, 
ARAMIN TA. 


LETTER 
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LETTER II. 
To CORYDON. 


STR, 


AM, thank Night, and Nature, once more at Li- 


berty; it is now almoſt the high Noon of Dark- 
neſs, and Livia's Eyes are cloſed in friendly Sleep. I 
am willing to flatter myſelf, you want to know the 
remaining Part of my Dream ; therefore ſhall, without 
farther Ceremony, reſume the Tale where Envy, Rage, 
and Impertinence, cut it off. \ 

Of all the Paſhons, ſaid he, that Nature has carefully 
implanted in us, there is no ane more predominant, than 


Vanity; nor, indeed, is there any we are more obliged. 
to her for; fince it is to that we owe Part of our moſt 


conſiderable Pleaſures. Who is more happy than a 
Beau in an Aſſembly, of which he looks upon himſelf as 


TP Efprit le plus brillant; a fine Woman before her Glaſs, 


or in a Circle of flattering Lovers; or a ſenſeleſs great 
Man in the Midf of a fawning Levee ? in ſhort, fo A am 
is our Pride, that we are not only for making ourſelves 


conſiderable in our own little World, but we muft ſet 


ourſelves up for Lords of all Nature. We are not con- 


tent with exerciſing this imaginary Dominion over an 


honeſt Brute, that partial Nature has ſet a little beneath 
us ; but, truly, we muſt needs have it, that the Sun, 
Moon, and Stars, were made only for us to play with. 
Come on, Madam, you ſhall be convinced how much 
theſe ſelfiſh Philoſophers are miſtaken ; and what a prc- 
digious Mortification will it be to thoſe pretty Gentle- 
men, who look upon themſelves 'as Nature's darling Fa- 


vourites, to find themſelves ſank ſome Degrees below the 


beſt Part of the Creation. If you pleaſe, Madam, we 
will fix our Station here, and obſerve each of the Planets 
as they roll by us. This, which moves neareſt, is Mer- 
cury. See, ſee, what an infinite Number of OO 
nua 
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Animals are fluttering up, and down upon the Surface 


of it. They are all Fire, and Gaiety ; their prodigious 
Nearneſs to the Sun makes them almoſt mad; and in 
ſhort, their whole Life is one Scene of thoughtleſs 
Wildneſs. The Air they breathe is exceſſive thin, and 


their Temper ſo briſk, and roving, that they can hardly 
De kept upon their little Planet: They are for plung- 


ing headlong into Infinity. Can there be Forms more 
agreeable and engaging ? What Pity is it that they are 
but Forms. See, Madam, what an angelick Appea- 
rance in Venus They are ſomethin Feb. 5 here, and 
conſequently not quite ſo mad: But what Beauty 
what Majeſty, appears in all its Inhabitants! This, 
Madam, is the Ifland of Love, floating on the Sea of 
Harmony. Can there be Objects more worthy of that 
Paſſion? The next is our little Spot; if you pleaſe we 
will paſs it by, till we have taken a View of the Reſt 
of the Planets. In Mars, which holds the next Place, 
they are of a fiery Nature; but their Fire has quite a 


different Turn to that of the Mercurians. In Mercury 
all is Pleaſure, Friendſhip, and Society; in Mars, you meet 


with nothing but Broils, Diſcord, and Bloodſned. You 
will no longer wonder, why he appears to you ſo 
much redder than any of the other Planets, when you 
ſee his Soil ſo deeply ting'd with with the Blood of its 
frantick Inhabitants. Of all the Planets Fupiter is the 
moſt rational. This is the Land of Philofophers, and it is 
no more Objection to a Woman here that ſhe is throughly 
verſed in all Kinds of Learning, than a good Skin or a 


fine Pair of Eyes is among you Terreſtrials. The 


Reaſon is, Madam, that they make a right Uſe of their 


Knowledge. I am ſorry mot of our Ladies come to 
far ſhort of them im this excellent Quality, Were I not 
fully acquainted with you, Madam, I ſhould almoſt 
ſuſpect you for a Fovian. Look, for Heaven's Sake, 
what a Parcel of moping, heavy-headed Machines are 
ſtow'd together in Saturn. Dullneſs and Inſenſibility 


ſit frowning on their Countenances ; their immenſe Di- 
ſtance from the Sun Tenders them unfit for the Society of 


2 


th. lt Wd? a ©3: 


L T T E R 8, Se. 171 


any other Part of the Creation, and almoſt of one another. 
Yet would you think it, even theſe. Things are as well 
pleaſed with their Situation, and as fond of their own 
Condition and Abilities, as any Planet in the whole 
Syſtem. Now, Madam, turn your Eyes to the Earth, ob- 
ſerve the different Scenes it exhibits in one Revolution on its. 
Axis. Will you not be ſurprized to ſee its whole Ki 
of Tnhabitants, compoſed of Colonies from all the Re 
of the Planets? © Look what an infinite Number of 
Mercurians are fluttering about France, Italy, and ſome 
Parts of the Eaft; Turky and the more barbarous Parts 
of it, with almoſt all Africa, and America, are filled 
with the Sons of Mars; there are ſome of them ſettled 
in Hain, the Reſt with the Inhabitants of Holland; and 
ſome of the more Northern Countries conſiſt entirely 
of your Saturnines. And. believe me, Madam, I can 
never forgive Venus for confining her Favours ſo par- 
tially to the happy Place which gave you Birth. The Jo- 
wians have no ſettled Place on the Earth, but are ſcattered 
up and down, almoſt in every Part of it. The Eaſt has 
had its Zoroafter, Italy her Pliny, Greece her Socrutes, 
France her Des Cartes, and England her Boyle, her 
Newton, and her B-n---y : Nor has even Holland wanted 
her Mieabentyt, or her Boerhaave. Dear Sir, fad I, have 
you quite forgot the Moon? I hope we ſhall find ſome 
Sort of Animals to ftock her with; for I ſhould Fe 
mighty ſorry to leave ſo near an Acquaintance unpro- 
vided for. He was juſt going to anſwer me, when 
Belinda wak' d me to tell me the Breakfaſt was ready. 
How great was my Difappointment and Mortification, 
to be thrown at once from all my Height of fancied 
Happineſs! Alas, I am now. but a mere Terreſtrial, 
and perhaps one of the worft Sort of them too: How- 
ever, fuch as J am, I am ſufficiently happy, if you have 
any Pleaſure in thinking me | 


Tours, . 
ARAMINTA. 
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FTA HE following Rules, and Obſervations were writ 
for my own private Uſe; they are very ſhort ; 
"therefore if you think they will not be thought diſa- 
greeable, you may inſert them in your Miſcellany. 


1 am, your humble Servant, 


* Acaptnicus, 


In Converſation, ſeldom or never name yourſelf; if 
vou are really a Man of Senſe, others will find it out; if 
Fou are not, by being ſilent you may paſs unob- 

ſerved. | | . | 
Endeavour to make thoſe you converſe with think 
well of themſelves, and it will follow that they'll ap- 
j eo TE 595 
| Avoid telling Stories, where you are the principal 
Perſon concerned; and whenever you are obliged to 
give an Account of yourſelf, or Family, be as ſhort, and 
modeſt in your Narration as poſſible; if you fay leſs than 
Truth, your Modeſty will be commended ; if more, 
you'll be juſtly eſteemed a Boaſter, and of Conſequence 
deſpiſed. ip e 
Never affect to be dull, or melancholy in Company, 
nor yet too briſk, and lively ; the one will make you be 
thought ſullen, and the other may cauſe you to be im- 
pertinent. 1 42 
Whenever you enter into an Argument upon an in- 
different Subject, maintain what you atteſt with Mo- 
deſty; and if your Antagoniſt grows warm, rather ſeem 
to give into his Opinion, than proceed till he is angry. 
p 1 7 „ . o 
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You'll never gain a Friend by publickly correcting is 


wrong Way of Thinking. 


There requires ſome Att, even in giving up an Argu- 
ment ; for if it 1s done too careleſly, it will look as if 
you deſpiſed your Adverſary; but when you ſlide by De- 

rees into the Opinion of your Opponent, it generally 
dollows that he thinks the better both of himſelf, and you. 
It may be objected that a Man of Senſe would ſee into 
ſuch a Conceſſion; but yet we ſhould confider that for 
five Men of Senſe, there are at leaſt . twenty Fools, and 
even the 'former are not Proof againſt artful Flattery ; 
and fince the chief End of Converfation is to make one 
another as happy as poſſible, when neither God, nor Man 
is injured, Complaiſance is certainly a Duty we owe to 
one another. | | 

Never endeavour to ſeem wiſer, than your Companions; 
if yon ths it neceſſarily follows that they will think you 

T's 0 GC Yet td o oli 
Laugh as little, as poſſible at your own Jeſt : Never 
make fulſome Compliments, or praiſe a Man for an 

Accompliſhment he has not. 5 . 
_ Whereſoever you go, mix the Complaiſance of a 
Stranger, with the Freedom of a Friend. _ 

Never let Trifles make you ſerious, or out of Hu- 
mour. 

Endeavour to ſuit your Behaviour to the Compe ny you 
are in: To be ſerious when others are diſpoſed to be 
merry, is both rude and ill-matured, and to laugh by 
one's {cif is fooliſh. : cr „ 

« Always make a Memorandum of the Benefits yon 
te receive from others; always ſet down the Faults or 

Failings, which, from Time to Time, you diſcover in 
« yourſelf. If you remark any thing that is ridiculous 
or faulty in others, let it not be with an ill-natured 
_* Deſign, to hurt or expoſe them, but with a Nata Bene 
that it is only a Caution to yourſelf not to be guilty of 


he like. 3+ brat 
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7. ORT DO x. 


Dear Cox vox, 


W* E N I had the Pleaſure of ſeeing you laſt, our 


Converſation, if you remember, turned upon 
the great Bounty of Providence in ſtoring this little Iſland 
of-ours with ſo many of its choiceſt Gifts; and ſuch a 


Subject naturally lead us into an Encomium on our 


Engliſb Ladies, who are allowed far to ſurpaſs in Beauty 
thoſe of all other Nations. But as I do not deſign to re- 
peat the particular Reflections we made upon our own 
Happineſs, in being. born among a World of Beauties, 
in this earthly Paradiſe, I ſhall without any farther Pre- 
paration,” inform you that I have ſometimes the Happi- 
neſs of converſing with a young Lady, who is an Honour 
to her Sex; witty without Affectation, and beautiful 
without knowing that ſhe is ſo. Twas your Deſire 
when laſt we parted, that I wou'd communicate to you 

whatever I ſhould think worthy your Notice ; your Re- 
queſt therefore, and the ſtrong Inclination I have, in 
ſome Meaſure, to do Juſtice to Sophronia's Merit, induces 
me, unequal as Iam to the Task, to attempt a Deſcrip- 


tion of that charming Lady. I ſhall therefore, as the 


Generality of Writers do, firſt beg Pardon for my Pre- 
ſumption, and then commit the Fault. Sophronia is in 
the Bloom of Youth, her Perſon perfectly beautiful, her 
Hair of a dark Brown, her Face oval, her Forehead 
round, her Eyes full, and ſparkling, arched with Brows 
of ſo divine a Make, as ſeem to rival thoſe Apelles 


gave the Queen of Beauty; her Noſe of a juſt Propor- 


tion, her Cheeks finely turned, and tinctured with a roſy 

Hue; her Mouth little, her Lips exceeding the Coral 

in Colour, the under one having a juſt. Advantage, of 

the other in Thickneſs, and both encloſe the eral, 
| Whlte 
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whiteſt Set of Teeth that ever adminiſtered to the Body's 
Nouriſhment ; her Chin round and dimpled, her Neck 
of a becoming Length, her Cheſt high and ſmooth, and 
her Breaſt unutterably charming : In ſhort, her whole 
Frame has ſomething ſo free and eaſy, and at the ſame 
Time ſo majeſtick, that ſhe commands from every Be- 
holder Reſpect, and Veneration. Her Temper, without 
Flattery, ſeems to me to be extremely engaging ; ſhe 
has a penetrating Wit, and a moſt entertaining Con- 
verſation.--- I am at a Loſs what to fay further; 
for the Idea of her matchleſs Beauties crowd ſo faſt 
upon me, that J muſt make Uſe of the Artifice of a 
famous Painter, and draw a Veil over thoſe Perfections 
that I cannot deſcribe. In one Word, therefore, ſhe is 


the Glory of her own, and the Pride of our Sex. I am, 


dear Sir, | . 
E r | Your Friend, &c. 


AMYNTas. 


2 8 ——_— 
— * * 


* 


EE 
GO S TTA 


Dear SyLVIA. 


AM at a Loſs how to addreſs you after ſo long a 
Silence, and your ftrict Commands, not to trouble 
= any more with my impertinent Paſſion. - It has 
en, I muſt confeſs, with no ſmall Uneaſineſs, that 
J have thus long obeyed you: But as that Obedience 
could extend no farther, than a Reſtraint on my 
Tongue, and Pen, nor was it in my Power to ceaſe 
to love you ; I have, at the Expence of my Peace, 
continued to feed a hopeleſs Flame; which increaſing, 
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in Proportion to the Time of its Continuance, has no 
longer left me Maſter of Reaſon enough to confine it 
within the Bounds you preſcribed it. It is ſo long ſince 
J had the Pleaſure of either ſeeing, or hearing of you, 
that I am uncertain, whether this will find you in a 
Capacity (were you inclined to it) of liſtening to me in 
a Manner agreeable to my Wiſhes. Perhaps, ſome happier 
Rival wantons in full Poſſeſſion of thy Sweetneſs; and 
yet, unconſcious of the Worth of his rich Treaſure, looks 
with Coldneſs and Indifference on Bleſſings, the inexhauſted 
Stores of Heaven can never equal; whilſt T --- but what 
have I to do with Happineſs ? I dare not lift a Thought 
above Deſpair, nor hope a greater Pleaſure, than ſome- 
times in gentle Dreams to graſp thy kinder Shade.--- 
Oh Sylvia bis impoſſible to defcribe the Anvieties, 
the Torments, I have endured in this long fatal Ab- 
ſence.--- You once knew me, while bleſt with thy en- 
chanting Smiles, gay, unconcern'd, and eaſy . Would 
Fou behold me now, imagine to yourſelf a Wretch re- 
ſigned to Sdrrow, and Deſpair, ſinking bencath the un- 
. eaſy Burthen of a hateful Life, whoſe Bloom is waſted 
by continual Cares, whoſe happieſt Hours afford no more 
than a leſs Flood of Milery,--- and ſuch am I ? --- But whi- 
ther does my Frenzy lead me ? Is it for a Wretch, like 
me, thus rudely, with unwelcome Plaints, to fully thy 
ſoft Peace? Yet, ſure, when you conſider, that tis you 
have made me that Wretch, you cannot blame me for 
endeavouring, by any Method, to alleviate my Pains ; 
and how, alas, can I do that better, than thus? For 
while I open my full Heart to thee, and tell thee all 
the Anguiſh of my Soul, methinks I feel a Reſpite from 
my Sorrows, and for a Seaſon all is calm within me. 
Oh ! ſnatch a Moment from thy Joys, and liſten to 
the mournful Tale Fly from my happy Rival's 
Arms, his Arms !---diſtrating Thought! by Heaven, 
there wants but that to cloſe the Period of my Miſeries; 
for ſure,” I cannot live beyond the Hour which gives 
thee to another,-- If you can ſteal a Thought from 
1h Happineſs, 


Happineſs, employ it.--- I dare not aſk it for myſelf ; 
yet, pardon me, when I ſay, ive but in this Hope that 
you ſome times think with Pity on the loſt deſpairing, 
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i HAT you may not have Breach of Promiſe to 
4 accuſe me With, take Notice, that I write you 
; gets _ 


e Condes, 
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Dear AMELIa, 


F you remember, you had a little Sort of a Thing, 

1 called a Letter, from me, ſome Weeks ago; in 

N which I deſir'd a Bit of an Anſwer; Are not you a 
Turk? a Few? a Cannibal Here I waited Day 
| after Day, Week after Week; no Letter came: I had 
not an Opportunity of thanking you while I was in 
Town; or, I gad, you ſhould have had it: But, hold 
it 


- 
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it is never too late to mend, they ſay ; perhaps, y 


may have thought better on it by this Time: Pr'ythee, 


Amalia, ſend me a Bit of Paper, with a little of thy 


dear Scrawl upon it, if not for Love, yet for the 
Jeſt's Sake :--- You cannot imagine how I pine at your 
Unkindneſs,--- I have quite loſt my Stomach,--- I pro- 


| teſt, I have not eat any Thing this Hour, and Half, 


I can never hold out long, at this Rate--- You had 
beſt conſider of it in Time, for fear I ſhould take 
Heart of Grace, and give you the Slip. I know your 


Vanity will not let yon loſe me ſo eafily : You'll think 


of my terrible Conſtancy, and with a kind, reviving 


Smile (that is, if you could come at me; but ſince you 


cannot, a tender Billet muſt do the Buſineſs inſtead of it) 
raiſe me from Deſpair, and make me as happy, as a 
as a. Fiſhnlonger in Leut, Faith a good Simile !--- 
Oh raviſhing Sound ! to hear Anella ſay Ihe ties me 
I am quite in Extaſies with the Thoughts of it. Pox 
on't, I'm grown ſerious all of the ſudden. -I begin to 


_ .cbe as dull, as a Fiddleſtlele without Refin,-:- 1 beſt 
have done, while I am well: But hang it, ſinee I am 


accidentally fallen upon the ſober Strain, I will &'en con- 
tinue in it ſo far, as to aſſure you, I am nothing, when 


Yours, 


CoRYD ON. 


D 


Th 


The Reader is defired to correct the following Errors in the 
Lift of the Subſcribers, accafioned by the Haſle of the 


Printer. 


B. for Beaumont, read Beamont. 

G. for Gratton, read Gretton. 

M. for Mr. Milner, Eſq; read William Miter, Ejq 3 
Ibid. for Mornier, read Mounier. 

P. for Pindleburg, read Pindlebury. + 

R. To Richard Rawlinſon, L. L. D. add and F. R. S. 
S. for Saſeby, read Saxby. 

In the Preface, p. 1. 1. 29. for of, read on. 

Epiſtle to the Lovers, p. 2. I. 15. for plicable, read applicable. 
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. E NR AT AS 
AGE 23. Line wit, for me, J, read me I, p. 64. 
| 


I. 2. f. down the, r, down upon the. p. 91, I. 16. 
f. caſtaabay, r. caſt” axvay. p. 98. I. 2. f. hither, r. thi- 
ther. p. 103. f. 1. penult, f. borne r. Bom. p. 104. I. 16. 
f. good Nature, r. Tenderneſs. p. 135. f. % P. H. EV: 
r. to F. H. E; p. 137. I. 28. f. an mprov'd, r. unprov'd.” 
p. 142. I. 5. f. nor, r. or. p. 144. I. 8. f. there, r. here. 
p. 146. 1. 3. f. Beauty, r. Beauty's, p. 150. I. 12. f. De- 
lia, r. Chlbe. 8 
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HE Modern Receipt, or a Cure for Love, a Co- 


No medy. Page 1 
Adonis, from the Greek of Bion. I25 
An Bellum paci preferendum fit. Eſſay. 130 
Delia, or Cupid in Diſgrace, a Tale. 132 


To Chle, with the Letters of the Marchioneſs *. 134 
Te 0 i H. Eſq; in Imitation of the fourth Epiſtle { 


of the firſt Book of Horace. 135 | 
To Delia, with a Set of ” Addiſon's Works. 138 
On the Death of Queen Caroline. Elegy). 141 
On Miranda, Song. * = EV 
Song. — — — 143 
Song, to Delia. — — 144 
Son „ 5 14 
oo to Chbee. | = = 15 
Sylvia. 35 — 27 
The Cares of . Extempore. | — 248 
The Conteſt. . Song. — 149 
.© Thyrfis and Corydon. Paſtoral Dialogue. 151 
Ne ſis tantus ceſſator, &c. Eſſay. — 153 
Anacreon on his Lyre, from the Greek. | 155 
on , himſelf. — os 156 
Verſes on Aurora Mufis amica. — ibid. 
— Defendit numerus. — — 457 
Epitaph. — 5 | bil ä 
The Rake's Song. — — 158 
Chloe, or the Miſtaken 8 Epigram. I $9 
On Bromia. Epigram. — — ibid. 
On Death. Epigram. 160 
To a Roman Catholick Lady, * a Diſpute ibid 
with her on her maintaining Purgatory 3 
Miſs S, a Burleſque Song. — 161 
Lether, 1 to Araminta. 25 — Fo 165 
2 to -Corydon, — — 167 
3 to the ſame. — 169 
—— 4 to Coryabn. — — 172 
— — 5< to Corydon. re 174 
— 6 to Sylvia. — — 175 
— 7 to Cloe. — — 177 
— 8 to Amelia. i £4 _ — ibid. 
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